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Vill you be rich? 
Will you be lucky? 
Will you travel? 


The veil of secrecy is lifted and the 
future revealed in the strange dreams 
which baffle you with their hidden 
meaning. These messages are sent 
from somewhere for a purpose; no in- 
telligent person ignores their import- 
ance. HAVE YOU DREAMED OF 
WEALTH, FAME, HAPPINESS? The 
greatest figures in history foresaw 
their greatness in dreams years before 
it came to pass. Who hasn’t read of 
Joan of Are and her visions—of Na- 
poleon and his dreams of power— 
Joseph and his foolish brethren who 
scoffed at his dreams of glory? 


Marvelous revelations are found in 
this new amazing book. Every ex- 
planation is as plain as A B C. To 
those who struggled for years to find 
sense in ordinary dream books, this 
new encyclopedia with its clear ex- 
planations of ten thousand dreams 
will be a great comfort. 


This tremendous work is as differ- 
ent from the old style dream book 
as the modern motion picture is 
from the ordinary snapshot. 


TAKE NO CHANCES! 
Heed Your Dreams! 


They not only serve to point 
out the happiness that may 
lie ahead, but they are also 
warnings against 
enemies, false 
friends, treachery, 
trickery, losses in 
business, loss of 
employment, and 
against sickness and troub- 
le. Look up your dream 
every day in this new book. 


our Fortune Told 


_ Whom will you Marry? 


in your / 
dreams e 





Save the Fortune 
Teller’s Fee!!! 


This encyclopedia saves you many dollars. 
And what a comfort to have it handy and be 
able to start every day with a calm mind 
after looking up your dream, instead of wor- 
rying all day long about its meaning. 


SPECIAL OFFER! This big 600-page ency- 
clopedia would be a bargain at $5, but by 
printing it by the hundred thousand and sell- 
ing it direct to you instead of through the 
book stores, we can offer it for only $2.48. 


INSPECT IT AT OUR RISK. See this start- 
ling book—judge its worth to YOU—at our 
risk. Return it if not fully satisfied. 
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Please send me your 600-page encyclo- 
pedia “10,000 Dreams Explained” for three 
days’ examination. I will pay postman 
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DELPHINA 


Sweetly sombre, pen- 
sive one, 

Whither bound, now 
day is done? 
While the slender syl- 

phic moon 
Guides you towards 
the black lagoon. 


Will your fluttering 
scarf so light 
Shield you from the 
dews of night? 
Why so stately sad, 
dear?—Smile, 
Turn and look at me 

awhile! 
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Parisian Paragraphs 


HE first time a bride cries it is a catastrophe. The second time it is a calam- 
ity. The third tıme it is unfortunate. After that it is simply a nuisance. 
* * * 


The modern girl may have her little weaknesses, but she isn’t effeminate. 
* * * 
These days, no chicken likes to be smothered with dressing. 
* * * 
When a man is under a woman’s thumb it is proof that he has won her hand. 
* * * 
Disillustonment begins when the bridegroom removes his collar and tie. 
* * * 


It’s surprising how often a love triangle develops into a wrecktangle. 


* * * 


Formerly the ladies’ garters held up stockings; the way theyre used nowadays 
they only hold up traffic. 


* * * 
The girl that can be had for the asking never gets asked. 


* * * 


When the water pipe bursts in the middle of the night, a janitor sees many 
strange husbands. 








I discovered we 
were inside a 
cabaret. 


ij M 


T was New Year’s Eve, and I was 
1 busily writing down my resolu- 

tions for 1927. I had a pencil in 
my hand. I had a piece of paper on 
my knees. Also I had quite a few 
drinks underneath my belt. 

“Resolved,” I wrote as firmly as I 
could, under the circumstances, “that I 
will not o 

“Eh bien, mon vieux, and what is 
it?” A little blonde had halted at my 
side, and was leaning over my shoulder 
and reading what I had written on my 
sheet of paper. “What have you re- 
solved that you will not do? Drink 
any more champagne ?” 

I shook my head. That hadn’t been 
what I had in mind. At least that was 
not the big, zmportant resolve, though 
it might be set down later as a minor 
one. For champagne nowadays is bad, 
and champagne nowadays is expensive. 

“Then I will order a bottle,” laughed 
the little blonde. “At least to begin 
with I will order a bottle.” 
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New Year’s Eve 


It Is Quite Natural When You 
World’s Cafitol of Gaiety Even 
tlemen Would Experience Some 
Years Resolutions — And Even 

At Least, Such Was the 


By JEANNE 


She did, and of course I paid. But 
when she ordered a second bottle I de- 
murred. 

“Tiens, chéri,” cooed the blonde in 
my ear, “you wouldn't refuse a little 
drink to such an old friend as I am. 
Would you?” 

“I mightn’t,” I answered, “if you 
were an old friend. And maybe you 
are an old friend. But are you my old 
friend ?” 

“What can I do to prove it,” she 
asked, “besides helping you drink up 
all that nasty old cham- 
pagne ?” 

“You could help me write 
my New Years resolution,” 

I said sadly, “only 
I’ve lost my paper.” 
“There is always 


the back of the 
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“I mightn’t, if you were an old friend.” 


NEW YEAR'S EVE IN GAY. PAREE 


in Gay Paree 


Come to Think of It, That in the 
the Most Well Meaning of Gen- 
Trouble in Making Ther New 
Greater Trouble in Keeping Them. 
Case in the Present Instance. 


LAURENT 


menu,’ she reminded me. “You can 
write on that.” 

“So I can.” I drew it toward me 
and composed my thoughts. 

“Resolved,” I wrote carefully, “that 
twill...” 

“Mon Dieu,” the little blonde jumped 
up, upset the water all over my resolu- 
tion, and waved madly at some one 
across the room. “Excuse me for one 
tiny minute please. There is a still 


older friend to whom I must absolutely 
speak.” 
“Is 


he older than two bottles of 
champagne?” I asked bit- 
terly—but she had gone. 
I drew the soused menu 
toward me and glanced on 
the damp words 
which I had writ- 
ten. 


‘Resolved,’ I 





“What can I do to prove it?” she asked. 





And then I discovered there was more to 
dancing than merely stepping this way and 
that. 


read aloud, unhappily, “that I will...” 

“You will?” A slim brunette danced 
up to my side and linked her arm 
through mine. “But that is wonderful, 
mon vieux.” 

“IT will,” I was sure of that, but I 
was getting hazy about other things. 
“IT will—but—I confess I don’t know 
what I will.” 

“You do not need to know,” the slim 
brunette assured me. 

“Perhaps not,” I murmured, “but I'd 
like to.” 

“Well, maybe I will tell you,” she 
whispered, “if you will promise to be 
very, very bad.” 

“That’s a great deal to ask of me,” I 
protested, ‘especially on New Year’s 
Eve.” 

“There must be a beginning to every- 
thing,” murmured the brunette. “We 
have arrived.” 

I discovered that we were outside of 
a cabaret, and then I discoverd that we 
were inside. And presently I discovered 
that we were outside another bottle of 
champagne. And then I discovered 
that we were dancing, and that there 
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was more to dancing than Just stepping 
this way and that, and listening to your 
partner’s small talk. And after a mo- 
ment I discovered that I had ordered 
a lot of food, 
and then I dis- 
covered that I 
was hungry and 
could eat it. But 
I couldn’t pay 
for it—I discov- 
ered that too, for 
when I was pre- 
sented with the 
addition all my 
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and would pay the addition, now, 
everybody said, I was a bon papa. 

“Eh, garcon,” I said to my waiter, 
“lend me your cuff.” 

“What is that, Mon- 
sieur?” he exclaimed 
with horror, backing 
off. 

But I was deter- 
mined, I had an idea, 

and the time 
to put it into 
. execution was 
now. So I 
pulled him to- 


money was gone / A 2a ward me, and 
and I was “ I got out my 
broke. Oh, la yj — e \ /, CE pencil. But 
la! Ty ~ — ye 5 upon exami- 
I made my UN L : M/ ` nation I found 
last discovery i EEANN that his cuff 
then, d i both ll and un- 
w * — a 1- “I can help you drink up all that — aL, decided E 
though New HSI old chamnigne. use his shirt front in- 
Year's Eve may stead. 
make brothers and sisters of all “Resolved,” I wrote purposefully, 


mankind, cruelty begins right in one’s 
own family. For as soon as she saw 
that I was in trouble, my little brunette 
deserted me so fast that you couldn't 
see her for confetti. And no sooner 
had she deserted me, than a gendarme 
took charge of me—which didn’t make 
me any happier. 


OMEBODY suggested that since I 

couldn’t pay the bill, I must be a 
thief and might also have his cutie’s 
diamond ring, and the management’s 
silverware in my pocket, and so they 
decided that before leaving the cabaret 
I must be searched—and searched I 
was. And right in the first pocket into 
which they looked they found — not 
knives and forks, as I know they ex- 
pected, but my own wallet with my 
own banknotes bulging from it. I 
thought I had looked in that pocket, but 
then the things I think I have done are 
seldom the things I did. This time, 
however, I didn’t object. Sapristi, non. 
For now I wasn’t drunk, now I could 


“that I 

“Chéri, a pair of smooth, white 
arms were twined about my throat and 
a pair of the bluest eyes in the world 
gazed into mine. I gazed back—and 
during that moment the waiter—and 
his shirt front—vanished. 

“Mon petit chou adoré, my little 
cabbage that I adore,” continued blue 
eyes, “your Mimi knows that which you 
would resolve. Follow her. You will, 
is it not?” 

It was. I would. I did—how could 
I help it? Her eyes were too blue to 
be true, I knew, but nevertheless her 
will was my way. 

“We will take a taxi,” she mur- 
mured, “and then he will take us to a 
place Mimi knows about. You will 
like it.” 

We took the taxi, and the taxi took 
its time, but it did finally act as though 
it had arrived, for it stopped, which 
meant nothing, and its meter stopped, 
which meant everything. My blue eyed 
beauty then preceded me into a small 
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house, whose door was opened by a 
very tall footman with extra size shoul- 
ders. 

To the right and left of the hallway 
were rooms, inside the rooms were ta- 
bles, around the tables, people. 

“Baccarat,” whispered blue eyes into 
my left ear. “We will play in turns. 
You put on the money, and we will de- 
cide that when we lose you are playing, 
and when we win, I am. Is not that 
an idea of a magnificent brilliance ?” 

I admitted that it certainly was an 
unusual idea, and blue eyes ordered 
some champagne. After the champagne 
I didn’t think the idea was unusual, 
though I still felt that there was a 
catch in it somewhere. I never yet had 
a woman share anything with me—ex- 
cept a kiss—and be on the level. Usu- 
ally I get the worst of the bargain— 
and sometimes this is true even in the 
case of a kiss! However, my compan- 
ion seemed to be playing square, for 
there I was playing all the time and 
having most of the fun, while she just 
sat back and watched. 

It is true that I was losing all of the 
time, but even so my conscience started 
to hurt me, and I insisted that she must 
play the next time. I even gave her 
some money to play with. But she re- 
fused, stuffing the bank notes into her 
purse, and saying that I must abso- 
lutely keep right on until I won. 
Never before had I encountered such 
unselfishness ! 


However, I did as she asked me, and 
as I never won, I played right through 
the contents of my wallet to the lining. 
It was then I discovered the wherefore 
of the broad shoulders of the footman 
at the door. 


I wouldn’t exactly say 
that he put me out. And 


r ah 


I wouldn’t exactly say SAna AOAO 


that he didn’t. Let us "i 
assume that he—assisted 
me. Speedily. C’est ga. 
‘At any rate I found 
myself sitting on the 
curb, hatless, coatless, 
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caneless, moneyless and girl-less. The 
only thing I did have was a fragment 
of chalk which I was clutching in my 
fist, and which I must have grabbed 
from one of the gaming blackboards on 
my way out. 

What a lesson that should be for 
me. There was I—cold drunk, by 
which I mean cold and not sober, alone, 
penniless, deserted. I decided that I 
would profit by it. Wandering to the 
corner of the street where there was an 
arc light I bent down to write my reso- 
lution on the pavement. 

“Resolved,” I wrote, “that 


a pauv’ chéri.” My head was 
resting on a woman’s lap, and 
slim fingers were stroking my temples. 
“Did he feel all dizzy from bending 
over and did he faint dead away ?” 

“Eh bien, Mademoiselle, tell me,” I 
asked, my curiosity aroused, “did he?” 

“And was he cold and hungry and 
lonesome?” the voice continued, ignor- 
ing my question. 













“Maybe I will tell you,” she whispered, “if you will 
promise to be very, very bad.” 


“Was he?” I echoed stupidly. 

“And is he longing for his little dar- 
ling dearest to take him home and give 
him a nice glass of . 

“Not champagne,” 
thing but that.” 

“Coffee?” cooed the voice, and its 
owner shifted my head gently, and rose 
to her feet. After which she helped me 
up and propelled me toward a taxi. 

“But I have no money,” I protested 
weakly. “I had some money once but 
it’s all gone now. They took it away 
from me, and I’m broke. We had 
better walk.” 

“Was he broke,” laughed my cap- 
turer, “and did he think we would have 
to walk? But his Nou-nou has just 
oodles of money, see?” She rattled 
her purse before my eyes. * 

“Are you my Nou-nou?” I asked in 
a daze. 

“Am I his Nou-nou?” she cuddled 
against me, and I noticed that she was 
small, cunning, that her face was hid- 
den by the enormous collar on her fur 
coat, and the drooping brim of her hat 
from which hung a little veil, and that 
she had plenty of money. When shc 
let me into her apartment, the door of 
which was opened by the trimmest 
maid in the world, a little red head 
with a dimple in her chin, I knew at 
once that I had struck a gold mine. 

I let myself down into a comfortable 
chair, I lighted a fabulously good cigar, 
I waited. The aroma of perfect coffee 
reached my nostrils. My resolves began 
to grow vague in my mind. This was 
the life. 

And then, through the portières 
which separated the living room from 
the bedroom there stepped a small, 
trim woman in a beaded gown, and, 
mon Dieu, she was a hundread years 
old. She was wrinkled, withered, 


I groaned, ‘ ‘any- 
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painted, farded, bolstered, beteethed, 
bewigged, and had a glassy if not a 
glass eye. And the other one drooped. 

“Am I his Nou-nou ?” she cooed, lov- 
ingly. 

I flew. Past the red-headed maid 
with the dimple in her chin, down the 
marble steps, out into the cold, cold 
night I ran. What matter that I had 
no hat, no coat and no money? What 
matter that I was dizzy, hungry, and 
becoming sober? What matter any- 
thing? Somehow I reached a familiar 
Street, and in it I found a familiar 
doorstep which led to a familiar thresh- 
old. My key fitted into the lock! It 
was a miracle. Somehow I found my- 
self in a small, sparsely furnished liv- 
ing room, without portiéres, dimpled 
maids, deep pile carpets, springy chairs 
or good cigars. Somehow I sat down, 
and discovered that a plump but at- 
tractive little female was nestling on 
my knees. And somehow—somehow I 
spoke. 

“Petite,” I said encircling the little 
plump one with both arms, “this is 
New Year’s Eve.” 

“Tiens,” said the little one, cuddling 
closer, “so it is.” 


“And I have made a New Year’s 


resolution,’ I continued. “Think of 
that.” 

“I am thinking of it,” she smiled at 
me. 


“Also, I intend to keep it,” I said 
defiantly, “though all evening the 
whole of Paris has conspired against 
me.” 

“Oh, chéri,” cried the little one ec- 
statically, “how wonderful you are. 
And what can this marvelous resolutien 
be?” 

“Resolved,” I said boldly, “that I 
will kiss—my wife.” 

Which—I did. 





“And how is your daughter getting on? The one that was so delicate.” 


“Oh, she’s much better since her marriage; in fact, she’s quite indelicate now.” 





Captive Beauty 


In one of the revues, this beautiful girl poses as a Circassian slave girl. 

Now, we've always had a special sort of feeling for Circassian slave girls— 

in old romance and history, the most powerful rulers are credited with pre~ 

ferring these dusky beauties from southern Russia. Here at last we can 

get an idea of just what a Circassian slave girl was like; and beholding, we 
must compliment the ancient monarchs on their excellent taste. 


Edith Davis 


Whose performance in “Naughty Riquette” has won the admiration of 
countless audiences at the Cosmopolitan Theatre. 
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She was conscious anew of the lithe, strong lines of her beautiful body. 


The 


Gif 


An Amazing, Utterly Irresistible, Charmingly Written Story Revealing 
a Phase of Personality Rarely Encountered. You Will Love Generous 
Little Angele, Giver of Something Very Precious and Beautiful. 


By PAUL GAILLARD 


HERE Angele Broissard had 
WW ia before she came to Paris, 
no one knew—how she lived 
in Paris, they knew still less. She was 
young and lovely and for the most 
part seemed deliriously happy. Cer- 
tainly she found life amusing—at no 
time dull or monotonous. If most of 
her visitors were young men who caused 
her dull and middle-aged neighbors to 
whisper venomously to one another: 
“Une demi-vierge!’ she did not seem 
to find life less amusing on that ac- 
count. 
Her most constant visitor was a tall, 
handsome young Irishman, blue of eye 


and red of hair, whose look said that he 
adored her. Patrick Asche, drawn from 
his aristocratic luxurious home in Dub- 
lin to Paris in a search for amusement, 
had been anchored there by the charms 
of Angele Broissard. To all entreaties 
of his anxious mother to return, he had 
but one answer. Never would he leave 
Paris without Angele. To this declara- 
tion his mother remained coldly silent. 
Patrick remained in Paris. 

Once at a late hour, Angele was bid- 
ding him goodnight on the stair land- 
ing. It was a warmly affectionate 
goodnight. Patrick was loathe to go. 
With his arms wound about the supple 
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It was mid-afternoon when she awoke, stretched her arms widely, and smiled 
in amusement. 


body of Angele, his hands twisting 
strands of silky blue black hair, he 
kissed her again and again. They were 
so engrossed that they did not see 
Angele’s neighbor from across the hall 
dragging his weary feet up the stairs. 
He was a musician, returning late from 
his work. 

Presently Angele became aware of 
him. Her arms were about Patrick’s 
neck, and over his shoulder she saw 
that her neighbor had halted on the 
landing instead of turning into his own 
apartment, and stood with his back 
against the wall, his violin under his 
arm, sighing, like a green wood fire. 
Angele’s eyes twinkled mischievously 
as she looked at him. Some deviltry 
induced her to wriggle her fingers at 
him so that the large and expensive 
diamond which had been Patrick’s be- 
trothal gift to her, caught the light. 
It seemed to say for her: 

“It’s all right, my fat neighbor. I 
am going to marry this man. No need 
for you to sigh.” 

The man disappeared then into his 
own rooms and Patrick descended the 


stairway. For a moment Angele stood 
on the landing, her peignoir drawn 
closely about her, a curious smile on 
her lips. From her neighbor’s rooms 
came the faint sound of a violin—soft 
and luring as though it were a love 
call. On a gay impulse, she crossed 
the corridor and knocked softly. A 
melodious voice said: “Come in.” She 
entered and stood with her back against 
the door. 

“Did you call, monsieur ?” she asked 
gravely. 

“Yes,” he replied unexpectedly. 


Angele looked at him in amusement 
at first—and delight at his retort. He 
was not young, and he was plump as a 
Strasbourg goose. His hair was thin 
and with his round pink face he looked 
like a beautiful old abbé as he sat with 
his violin beneath his chin. 

He played on, regardless of the hour 
—and regardless of the hour and of 
her déshabille. Angele remained and 
listened to him, her eyes half closed in 
dreamy reverie. 

Suddenly the music ceased and An- 
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gele shook herself from her reverie to 
find the man at her feet. He wound 
his arms about her knees. 

“Ah, you who have everything— 
youth, beauty, love—you come to laugh 
at a man who has nothing—nothing 
but his music.” 

“But what would you, monsieur ?” 

“Everything! I who have had noth- 
ing—would for once, have everything. 
To know life, love and beauty! For 
that I would die.” 

Angele looked at him as he knelt 
with his head pressed against her 
knees; he seemed intoxicated by the 
touch. He kissed them through the silk 
of her peignoir. 

“Ah, mon ami,” she said brusquely. 
“Don’t be a fool.” 

“Ah, pardon,” he murmured. “It 
is true. I am a fool. I was intoxi- 
cated by your loveliness. What has an 
old man like me to do with love or life 
or beauty !” 

“Mais, ouvi—you have had your time 
of love and youth, 
ne c’est pas?” 

“Ah, non—je suis 
un innocent. I have 
had nothing. And 
now I am growing 
old,” he said sadly. 

Angele stared at 
the two short can- 
dles burning on the 
uncovered table and 
a curious smile 
twisted her lips. 

“And if you could 
have your wish?” 
She held herself 
as erect as a young 
goddess, con- 
scious anew of the 
lithe, strong lines 
of her beautiful 
body—of the allure 
and perfume of her 
long black bur- 
nished hair—of the gleam and sparkle 
of her eyes. 


“Ah, mademoiselle mocks me! It is 





Poor Patrick! How little he 
knew women! 
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not to be. It is too great a gift of le 
bon Dieu. Youth seeks youth, but it 
is only age that can really appreciate 
youth—and age that has never known 
youth.” There was passionate regret 
and longing in his voice. He pressed 
his round pink cheek firmly against her 
knees. 


“Come!” Angele drew him toward 
the wide divan that was covered with 
a frayed shawl. She sat down and 
drew him down beside her, her arm 
about his neck. His face flushed a 
deeper pink as she laid her soft cheek 
against his. 


“Ah, mademoiselle—you choose to 
make fun of an old man—to tantalize 
him—you who are so beautiful.” 


Angele’s reply was a long slow 
smile. It was answered by a look of 
amazement, gratitude that amounted 
almost to fear. 


“Ah, mais non—you do not mean it,” 
he blurted out, laying his head in her 
lap. She laid a soft hand on which 
Patrick’s diamond 
twinkled wick- 
edly, on his bent 
head. His shoulders 
shook. 


The candles burnt 
low, flickered, melt- 
ed down to nothing, 
went out. 


T was dawn when 

Angele slipped 
across the corridor 
to her own apart- 
ment. She yawned, 
drew the curtains 
and went to bed. 

It was mid-after- 
noon when she 
awoke, stretched 
her arms widely 
and as if remem- 
bering, smiled in 
amusement. Across 
the corridor a plaintive violin prac- 
ticed a reminiscent air. It was a wed- 
ding march. She smiled again—this 
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time with pleasure. How good life 
was! She was going to marry Patrick 
Asche. She looked at her ring—a 
promise of the life that awaited her. 
She thought idly, in the few moments 
before she slipped out of bed, of the 
clothes she must order for her trous- 
seau. Then she thought of the ridicu- 
lous old man across the corridor and 
laughed aloud. Ah, yes, Angele Brois- 
sard found life amusing. 

She looked as fresh and wholesome 
as a crab apple blossom when Patrick 
Asche arrived to take her to dinner. 
He was bubbling with suppressed 
happiness. 

They forsook their usual haunts that 
evening to wind their way to a small 
cafe in Montmartre. There in a smoky 
corner of the Lapin Agile, he wound 
his arm about her waist and told her 
his great news. 

“Maman has at last given her con- 
sent and wants us to come to Dublin 
at once to be married. She will adore 
you.” 

Angele only 
looked at him ten- 
derly. Poor Patrick! 
How little he knew 
women, even his 
mother—least of all 
his mother. 

For the thou- 
sandth time he told 
her how lovely she 
was. Now and then 
she would laugh 
outright as though 
her thoughts amused 
her. Once Patrick 
asked ardently: 

“What is it, my 
Angele, that makes 
you laugh? Is it 
that you are pleased 
that we are to be 
married so soon?” 

“But what else?” 
Angele replied, and 
leaned closer to him. But before the 
eyes of her mind floated a round pink 
face crowned with a thin fringe of hair 
above wide, pleading eyes. 





“Do you think three thousand 
francs too much? 
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As they left the Lapin Agile and 
went on foot through the district of 
Montmartre most pathetic in its pov- 
erty, she paused to watch, even at this 
late hour, little children gathering pa- 
pers and refuse to burn for fuel. 

“Ah, les pauvre enfants! They are 
so wretched and I am so happy.” She 
was adorable. 

But Patrick had scant to give to the 
wretched children. His own happiness 
engrossed him. 

“Oui—oui,” he said absently. “We 
shall go to Dieppe after we have seen 
maman, shall we not, my sweet?” 

“Anywhere you wish,” she answered, 
her thoughts still with the poor children 
of the gutter. 

Patrick was filled with plans. They 
would go here—there; would buy this 
—that. But suddenly Angele inter- 


rupted him. 

“Patrick, mon chéri—for a wedding 
gift, I would like money to give to the 
poor children of Paris. My heart aches 
for them.” 


“You are so ador- 
ably generous, my 
own Angele. No 
wonder I love you. 
How much do you 
wish to give?” 

“Do you think 
three thousand 
francs too much?” 
she asked wistfully. 

“Twice that if 
you wish it,” he 
said generously. 

“It shall be your 
wedding present to 
me,” she said serie 
ously. If you only 
knew how I love to 
bestow gifts—and 
where they are least 


expected.” 

When they 
reached Angele’s 
apartment, it was 


already late. There was a brief good- 
night kiss on the stair landing, and 
Angele waited until Patrick disappeared 
before she turned to her own doorway. 


THE GIFT. 


ONG T 


— 
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Her most constant visitor was a tall, handsome young Irishman, whose look 
said that he adored her. 


As she stood bathed with light from the 
lamp in her own apartment, the door 
opposite hers opened. Her plump neigh- 
bor stood in the doorway. He came to- 
ward her, his round pink face a trifle 
ridiculous with its foolish grin. In place 
of the thin black string of a tie that he 
had worn, he had on a new scarf of 
gaudy color. A shiver of distaste shook 
Angele. Gone was the pathetic old 
musician who looked like a beautiful 
abbé in a picture. Here was only a 
simpering, foolish old man. He held in 
his hand a small flat box. 

He held it toward her but she re- 
fused to take it. 

“Bon nuit!” she said shortly, and 
turned to enter her own apartment. 

“Pour vous!” he said, with a simper- 
ing smile. 

She only looked at him, a tiny frown 
wrinkling her forehead. He opened 
the box and held forth a cheap bangle 
set with gaudy imitation stones. 

Angele laughed. “I do not accept 
gifts, monsieur. JI am engaged to be 
married.” She looked down at her 
ring. 

“But—but—” he sputtered. 

“Adieu!” Angele said icily. “Will 
you oblige me by not speaking to me 
again? It does not please me.” 


“But last night—last night,” he re- 
minded her piteously. 

Angele laughed at him in unsympa- 
thetic amusement. 

“Monsieur, you bore me. 
is a new day.” 

“But you were so generous last 
night. Such a gift—” 

“Ah, oui,” she said carelessly, yawn- 
ing behind her hand. “Gifts are for 
children—only for the innocent. You 
are no longer innocent. Please do net 
speak to me again.” 

She closed the door in his face and 
sank down in the depths of a fauteuil, 
yawning. Outside her door she heard 
the pitiful sobbing of the old musician 
and her eyes flashed with anger. Then 
she laughed—but there was neither joy 
nor mirth in that laugh—but something 
as sardonic as a chuckle of a vengeful 
goddess. 

“Mon pauvre abbé,” she said under 
her breath; then again laughter rolled 
from her throat. “Mon pauvre inno- 
cent.” 

The old musician beat his head 
against the door panel, and then unable 
to lure Angele to the door, pattered 
back across the corridor to his own 
apartment, his gift in his hand, wet 
with his tears. 


Each day 
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“No virtuous woman would ever do a thing like that.” 


Paris Theatres and Other 


Our Correspondent Points Out the Interesting Difference Between the 
Tied Up With the Idea Expressed in the Phrase “To Make An Honest 
ent Connotation Which Is Clearly Shown in the Current 


HE trouble with all the Guides 
to Paris that have ever been 
written is that they tell you all 

about Paris and nothing about Pari- 
sians. Your Baedeker, your Guide Bleu 
will direct you to Napoleon’s Tomb or 
to the site of the Bastille, but they will 
not prepare you for the misadventures 
you may encounter on your way there— 
misadventures due to the fact that Pa- 
risian psychology is as far removed 
from the New York mentality as can 
be imagined. And, though your Guide 
will give you an adequate list of the 
Paris theatres, it will not prepare you 
for the unique conception of life and 
of human character which is portrayed 
there. 

Americans, puzzled by the extrava- 
gance and liberties of the Folies- 
Bergère, the Concert Mayol, and the 
more frank revues of the smaller 
houses, are even more at a loss in the 
legitimate theatres. And their bewilder- 
ment is due to the fact that they have 
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no preparation whatever for the French 
attitude toward life: meaning largely, 
of course, their unorthodox attitude 
toward morality. 

For example, an American visitor at 
the opening recently of “Petit Péché” 
(Little Sin) at the Comédie-Caumartin, 
a delightfully Gallic comedy, expressed 
utter disapproval of the author’s main 
hypothesis. “No virtuous woman,” he 
said, “would ever do a thing like that.” 
He meant, of course, no virtuous 
American woman. But (and he may 
take it from one who knows) no virtu- 
ous Frenchwoman wouldn't. 

The story is that of a brother and 
sister, Francois and Francoise, who 
from their very birth, which occurred 
simultaneously, were bound by a love 
that is rare between kin. Even in in- 
fancy they gave frequent evidence of 
this terrific devotion. When François 
was sent to bed without supper for 
some childish prank, his sister Fran- 
çoise went to bed hungry. When 
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“You mean no virtuous Frenchwoman wouldw t.” 


Highly Diverting Amusements 


French and American Conceptions of Honor. In America It Is Mainly 
Woman of Her.” Among the French “Honor” Has a Somewhat Differ- 
Plays With Which Mr. Altimus Is Here Concerned. 


ALTIMUS 


Francoise fell and scraped her shins, 
Francois immediately simulated an ac- 
cident in which he incurred the same 
injuries. Their devotion resisted the 
advance of the years, and they attained 
manhood and womanhood with their 
love as strong as ever. Francois mar- 
ries, and Francoise immediately chooses 
a mate. But here trouble begins. 
Francois has not been very lucky in the 
choice of a wife. He discovers that she 
has been unfaithful to him, and, his 
heart heavy with grief, he comes to 
Francoise with his troubles. Instinc- 
tively, she comes to his rescue in the 
usual way: she invents a lie about her 
having a lover and being unfaithful to 
her husband. And the subsequent ac- 
tion of the comedy revolves about this 
lie, told to save her brother from being 
unhappy, a lie which, by the mischiev- 
ous development of events, becomes 
ultimately a truth. 

It is to this lie that the American in 
the audience objected. A good woman, 


he maintained, would not compromise 
her honor like that, even to heal the 
wounds of a beloved brother. Quite 
true: not in New York, or Philadelphia, 
or Oshkosh. But she would in Paris 
or Marseilles or Lucesur-Mer. For 
the French idea of honor is a little dif- 
ferent from our own, and no one who 
does not understand this little differ- 
ence can understand the French theatre. 

It is true that “Petit Péché” is only 
a comedy, and the author of a comedy 
is permitted certain liberties which 
sometimes lead him off the beaten path 
of life, but I can tell you a story, taken 
verbatim from life, which illustrates 
the singular French conception of 
“honor” better than “Petit Péché”’—a 
story which could not have any counter- 
part in America. 

Henriette was a young peasant girl 
of Normandy. She was not very good- 
looking, but she was alert and loyal 
and fond of life. She was seventeen. 
She had few girl friends and even 
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fewer boy friends. In fact, she was 
rather conspicuous in her village be- 
cause of the fact that, at her ripe age, 
she was not yet keeping company. 
Then, suddenly, it became manifest to 
her neighbors that Henriette was about 
to become a mother. There was con- 
siderable gossip, but Henriette’s lips 
were sealed. She said nothing, went 
about her business as usual, and, living 
in a French village, was entirely free 
from persecution of any kind. Mother- 
hood is a rather honorable business in 
France, and the circumstances are a 
secondary consideration. 

The day of Henriette’s accouchement 
was near. She disappeared for twenty- 
four hours, and when she reappeared 
on the scene it was without an infant 
in her arms. 
Suspicions 
were aroused, 
aninquiry 
was. started, 
and finally 
Henriette was 
brought to the 
magistrate for 
questioning. 
To the magis- 
trate she ad- 
mitted that 
she had given 
birth to a 
child, that it 


They attained manhood and womanhood with their 
love as strong as ever. 


She invented a lie about her having a lover and being 
unfaithful to her husband. 
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had been born 
dead, and that 
she had bur- 
ied it in her 
garden. The 
father, she al- 
s o admitted, 
was a soldier 
who had been 
ordered to the 
Ruhr several 
months be- 
fore. She gave 
a glowing ac- 
count of the 
soldier’s fine 
qualities, his 
great love for her, his devotion, and 
his brokenhearted departure to answer 
the call of duty. The magistrate dis- 
missed the case for the time being, 
but ordered that a search be made 
of the garden for the buried in- 
fant. A week of digging, in which 
every inch of the garden was turned 
over, produced nothing. Henriette was 
again called before the magistrate, con- 
fronted with the evidence of her un- 
truth, and was charged with infanti- 
cide. 

It was only then that the peasant girl 
broke down and confessed the truth. 
She had not borne a child, she had not 
even been enceinte. She had merely 


pretended. She had wrapped innumer- 
able garments about her waist, and 





ATHER pretty, 
Rather pert, 
Very dainty and alert. 


She, monsieur, is sure to 


please— 
You'll find her in the 


“Vanities.” 





Ednamay French 





The Lure of Parisian Revues 


Just a glimpse of three of the stars and a supporting chorus from “Paris in 
Flower’—as shown above—is perhaps sufficient to explain the steady stream 
of American visitors to the French capital. 
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then, one day, she had simply removed 
them. 

“But why ?” asked the astonished but 
kindly magistrate. 

“Because I was so ashamed that boys 
never paid any attention to me, and be- 
cause people laughed at me for being 
unattractive to men. I wanted to make 
them think that I was attractive, that I 
inspired passion in one man, that some 
one loved me enough to want me to be 
the mother of his child. I was so 
lonely. No 
man ever 
looked at me, 
and I was 
ashamed.” 

These are 
her words, re- 
corded by a 
court stenog- 
rapher. You 
will acknowl- 
edge that this 
is a singular 
conception of 
“honor.” Hen- 
riette was 
ashamed not 
to have had a 
love affair, 
and she was proud to give the impres- 
sion that she had been seduced. Itis a 
singularly human case, singularly 
French, revealing a unique attitude to- 
ward morality for which an American is 
hardly prepared by his education and 
environment. But the French under- 
stand these things, and Henriette was 
dismissed without as much as a kindly 
rebuke. 

Small wonder, then that most serious 
French plays and even the more frivol- 
ous ones have to be “adapted” for 
presentation before an American audi- 
ence. Small wonder, too, that an Amer- 
ican visitor in a Paris Theatre, even 
when he understands the language, 
does not grasp the point of view. And 
when a play is adapted for the Ameri- 
can stage, it does not mean merely that 
it is edited, that risqué dialogue is toned 
down, that a seduction becomes a kiss, 
that a liaison becomes a friendship: it 


means that the entire motivation is al- 
tered to come within the understanding 
of the Anglo-Saxon conscience. For 
Americans have long nurtured a string 
of stereotyped phrases like morality, 
honor, “all that a woman can give,” 
etc, which means absolutely nothing 
to a French mind. And I am not quite 
sure whether the French point of view 
is not often more moral in essence. 

I recall an interesting Franco-Amer- 
ican discussion which took place not 





Miche and Farizet, artists and Bohemians, in love with 
life and each other. 


long ago in Gertrude Stein’s home in 
Paris. (You know Gertrude, author 
of “Tender Buttons” and inventor of 
futuristic prose.) It was one of her 
tea receptions and there was a mixed 
American and French gathering. Talk 
turned to the sinking of the Titanic 
and the Lusitania, and an American 
pointed with pride to the heroic conduct 
of the men in yielding first place in the 
life boats to the women. 

“Heroic?” questioned a French- 
woman. “You mean brutal. I think 
their conduct was brutal in the extreme. 
Was it heroic to send these women out 
to face life alone, without them? What 
is a woman’s life worth when she has 
lost the one she loves? In sending his 
woman into the boat, the man was de- 
stroying two lives, his and the wom- 
an’s. 

“What,” asked an American, “would 
you have done?” 
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“A Frenchwoman would remain be- 
side her husband, to die or to be saved 
with him. I understand one aged 
woman refused to enter a boat and 
went down with her husband. She was 
American by citizenship, but her heart 
was French. In such accidents gallan- 
try is grotesque. Husbands and wives 
should not be separated. They should 
be sent into the boats in couples.” 

A singular attitude. And who can 
say which is the nobler, the American 
notion of heroism, or the French notion 
of devotion ? 

It is issues like these that come up 
often in the French theatre: cardinal 
issues in the drama and secondary is- 
sues in the more frivolous entertain- 
ments. And no American can under- 
stand the French theatre unless he ap- 
preciates the difference between the two 
races. 

Without such an understanding, Ed- 
mond Sée’s fine comedy at the Mathur- 
ins, “Saison d’Amour” (Love Season) 
becomes a shabby and sordid piece of 
writing, and yet its verity is clear to 
the Gallic understanding. It is the 
story of two couples: M. and Mme. 
Glorion, middle class, advanced in 
years, rich and bored with each other; 
and Miche and Farizet, artists and bo- 
hemians, poor but young and in love 
with life and each other. The artists 
being threatened because of failure to 
pay rent, Glorion offers to pay, in re- 
turn, of course, for the favors of the 
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charming Miche. And Mme. Glorion 
likewise offers to help Farizet, seeing 
in him the youth and romance which is 
rapidly becoming inaccessible to her. 

For the elderly Glorions, this is their 
last chance to retain some of the glam- 
our and joy of life; for the bohemians, 
an opportunity to continue their lazy, 
deliciously irresponsible life. And they 
all find their happiness that way. A 
sordid arrangement, the Anglo-Saxon 
critic will assert. A charming solution, 
the French have decided. After all, the 
test of immorality is, fundamentally, 
the harm done to others. And there 
is no harm done to anyone in the play. 
The Glorions are happy. Miche and 
Farizet are thorougly pleased. The 
Glorions once more know romance and 
love and youth. The artists are saved 
from need and squalor and embarrass- 
ment. And both Monsieur and Ma- 
dame in the audience go away feeling 
that all is well with the world. But 
I doubt whether Mr. and Mrs. would 
entertain the same satisfaction with the 


piece. You see, it’s all in the point of 
view. 
CURRENT PLAYS 
Mathurins: ‘Saison d'Amour” (Love Season) 


Comédie-Caumartin: ‘‘Petit Peche’” (Little Sin) 
Nouvel-Ambigu: Plein Aux As (Aces Full) 
Champs-Elysées: “Le Dictateur” (The Dicta- 


tor) 

Nouveautés: “La Famille Lavolette’’ (The La- 
volette Family) 

L’Avenue: “Le Rubicon” (The Rubicon) 

Palace: ‘‘Palace aux Femmes” (The Palace of 
Women) 


Moulin-Rouge: ‘‘Montmartre aux Nues” (Mont- 
martre in the Nude) 


An Unjust Reflection 


CHAMPION eater had just succeeded in devouring three roast 


chickens. 
on this one. 


seemed he could not possibly eat another morsel. 


They brought in another, but he worked much slower 
All went fairly well until he reached the last leg, and it 


His friends urged 


him to make the record an even four chickens by eating the last remain- 


ing leg, and he finally did so. 


Shortly afterward, as he staggered toward home, a very pretty girl 
passed him by. She was wearing a very short skirt. 


“Ugh!” said the Champion, suddenly. 
“It is making me deathly sick!” 


his friend. 


“That leg!” he exclaimed to 


The young woman whirled about and said angrily: 
“Well, it needn’t—at took first prize at the beauty show!” 
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Watching the crowds 
go by. 


OU may think that because I 
write of street corners I am 


not a good girl. I shall not 
stop to argue that possibility, for after 
all even goodness is a matter of view- 
point. If it will help you any in arriv- 
ing at a conclusion, I will admit that I 
am pretty and well-formed, and that 
I like nice men and enjoy a wild party 
as well as anyone, but beyond that I 
refuse to commit myself. The princi- 
pal point I wish to make is that street 
corners in Paris are somewhat different 
from those in America. They possess 
personality. Much may be learned of 
life from them. Many interesting oc- 
currences transpire thereon, not the 
least of which has its origin in the re- 
lation of the sexes. 


Place de l’Opera 


F course, the most famous corner 

of them all is the one where 
stands the Café de la Paix. The little 
tables are set out on the sidewalk, 
where, sipping your aperitif, you can 
watch the crowds as though you sat in 
your own private box at a show. And 
what a show! On a windy day, it’s 
better than any ballet. A little girl— 


Parts 
Street 


Corners 
By 


MADELON 
CAMBON 
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Soliciting a client’s company 
to the underworld. 


eighteen—came down the boulevard, 
airing her dog. The wind blew, her 
skirts flew, and there was a terrible 
hullaballoo. Up went the skirts, and 
she turned herself round to blow them 
down again. The little dog twisted, 
too, and got his leash entangled around 
her legs. It was a deplorable situation. 
When she regained her dignity—and 
her modesty—she blushed crimson to 
find that an audience had gathered, and 
at least twenty Frenchmen stood in a 
row, regarding her. 

But among the audience itself you 
may see things to make you wiser . . . 
Quietly approaching that table, is a 
guide, soliciting in a low voice a client’s 
company on a trip to the underworld, 
to scenes of iniquity and filth . . . 
Nearby is an old woman, clicking 
glasses with a thin youth, and paying 
the check And at the next ta- 
ble, sitting alone, a charming young 
man with a suspicion of sideburns, and 
brooding eyes. 


Place Vendome 


N the Place Vendôme, just in 
front of Morgan Harjes, I 
bump into the brooding young man 
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Around the Place Pigalle is the land of gilded cabarets, filled with Americans, 
Russians and cocottes. 


from the Café de la Paix. He wears 
a wide brimmed felt hat, like a French- 
man. We look at each other and al- 
most speak—then I hastily turn in to 
get my mail. The best dressed women 
in Paris are to be seen in Morgan 
Harjes—expensive Americans. Across 
is the Ritz, and around it an array of 
beautiful motors — Hispana Suizas, 
Rolls Royces, and other foreign cars. 
I feel aristocratic in the Place Vendome. 
It would seem almost natural to go into 
a jewelry store and price the diamond 
in the window—the big one, large as a 
glittering bird’s egg. The whole Place 
smells of riches and civilization with 
its quiet, dignified buildings, rather 
gray with the passing of time. 


Place Pigalle—and the Incident of 
the Red Roses 


HURRYING, a scurrying cor- 
ner, filled with taxis, Americans, 
Russians and cocottes. Electric light 
signs glitter from every side, crying to 
you to come in to the plush cabarets. 


A flower seller whines in your ear. 
She wears a black working dress over 
her pregnant figure, and carries a large 
child in her arms. The child is much 
too old to be carried, and whimpers to 
be let down, but it helps business. 
Her roses are sweet and fragrant, and 
I start to buy them; but the modest 
young man who is my escort stops me. 
“And why do you care?’ I ask, sug- 
gesting in the politest way that it is 
none of his business. But he is over- 
come with confusion at some secret 
knowledge, and only begs me to take 
his word for it that I had better not. 
Finally I worm it out of him that one 
should not wear red roses in Paris— 
that is, not unless you wish to issue an 
invitation, or flaunt the fact that one 
has already been accepted. Well, I 
have no interest either in belonging to 
the modest young man, or in being fol- 
lowed by some one else, but it does seern 
as if the red roses might be gotten 
somehow . . . As we stop to debate 
which cabaret to enter, the romantic 
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young man who seems to roam Paris 
comes by, stops and stares; and I won- 
der if he, too, knows the meaning of 
red roses ? 


Corner of Boulevards Raspail and 
Montparnasse 

HE Café du Dome and the Café 

Rotonde stare at each other across 
the street, but do not speak. The Ro- 
tonde is more French, with dancing; at 
the Dome are the young artists of 
posterity. There are faces well worth 
your interest; young 
women with white 
hair, old women with 
red; bearded youths 
wearing tight little 
berets Basques — the 
Basque interpretation 
of the tam o’shanter, 
which, rumor hath, 
will soon be made pop- 
ular by the Prince of 
Wales. But among 
the artists of the Latin 
Quarter they were 
popular long ago. 
They, too, are the ones 
to urge the fashion of 
the shirt open at the 
neck. 

At one table sits a 
dejected youth who 
looks like a dope fiend. 
Some of the people 
couldn’t possibly be as 
odd as they look; 
while others are,— 
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Place du Tertre—and Some More 
About Red Roses 


T the top of Montmartre, under 

the shadow of Sacré Coeur. It 
is dusk, and there are candles held in 
bottles flickering on the little tables 
spread on the square at the Place du 
Tertre. My béguin and I sit at a ta- 
ble, and a waiter serves us rapidly cool- 
ing food and internally warming wine. 
My béguin looks at me with those steady 
eyes, and I am suddenly drunk with 
more than red wine. 
Strange creatures wan- 
der about, do some- 
thing, then take up a 
collection for it. There 
is a poor devil of an 
artist who fancies the 
romantic straight fea- 
tures of my compan- 
ion, and stops to draw 
his silhouette to sell to 
him,—one of the tribe 
that instead of becom- 
ing great, come to thus 
picking up a few 
francs that they may 
eate Two wandering 
musicians stop — the 
man plays, the boy 
sings in a worn, husky 
tenor, “Oh, Marie,” 
“Funicula, Funiculi,” 
and the rest. Then a 
great motor bus lum- 
bers by, filled with 


tourists who wish to 
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well, a great deal see Paris at night, and 
odder . . . Suddenly, The Cafe Rotonde is more French, yet be quite safe. 
out of the smoke that with dancing. They are that. I 
dims even the bright wonder if I am? 


lights of the bar, I spot the young man 
whose brooding eyes again regard me 
steadily and without shame. Without 
either of us realizing it, we approach 
each other. 

“Come with me, chérie,” he says, 
without prelude, and I reply, just as 
much as a matter of course. 

“T can’t—now; I’m with some one.” 

“Very well, then—tomorrow. Place 
du Tertre.” 


Probably not... 


A flower girl threads her way among 
the tables, stopping to offer her wares. 

“Venez ici!” calls my companion 
softly, and beckons. She comes over, 
and he purchases a bunch of the most 
beautiful half blown red roses I’ve ever 
seen. 


“For you,” he says, and—well, I put 
them on. 


One Way to Win a 
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Husband 


It Grows Harder and Harder These Days For a Girl To Get An Honest 
Proposal—But Sometimes the Good Old Tricks May Be Resorted To With 
Surprising Results. 


By FABIEN LA TRANCHE 


HE dressing-room was bathed in 

a rosy glow of light from the 
shaded lamps on the table and floor. 
Masses of expensive flowers were in 
crystal vases, and perfumes of Arabia 
and Paris further sweetened the air. 
On a low stuffed chair made especially 
for the purpose, Loulou Etoile sat, en 
negligée, while her maid put on her 
stockings and slippers. The famous 
legs of the dancer, insured for thous- 
ands of dollars, had every attention, 
and wore only the very softest of chif- 
fon hosiery. Masses of brilliants lit 
up the heels of the evening slippers. 

That rite being completed, Loulou 
slipped a dress on over the one pink 
garment she wore beneath, and regarded 
herself admiringly in the long cheval 
glass which reflected back a woman 
whose beauty of body entirely equalled 
the beauty of her charming limbs. 

The maid, attending the telephone, 
informed her that Monsieur le Comte 
desired to come up. 

Loulou made a little grimace of mal- 
ice and shrugged her shoulders as she 
always did when excited. 

“Bien . . . tell him to come—and 
you, you can go—allez-vous-en !” 

The maid, used to the ramifications 
of Loulou’s dealings with the male sex, 
spoke into the phone as desired and 
figured out the future. Something 
rather serious must be contemplated by 
Loulou this evening: usually she was 
bidden to stay and formed a useful 
third when Loulou wanted to dismiss 
someone who had rifled too thoroughly, 
or of whom, which was not unusual, 
she had suddenly tired. Loulou usually 
got bored with some man or other about 


three times a week, and her temper 
when out of harness was diabolic. 

Into the room came a young man 
with a handsome inane face, as well 
dressed as it is possible for anyone to 
be. In one hand he bore a basket of 
orchids. The maid, flinging on the sofa 
a cloak mainly composed of chiffon and 
ostrich feathers, made her exit. 

Loulou deigned to admire the flowers. 

“Upon my faith, Félix, you are as 
punctual as the announcer on the 
radio.” 

Félix took a chair he had but recently 
paid for and looked up expectantly. 

“Not even a little kiss for all these 
flowers 2?” 

Loulou fiddled a little diamond locket 
on a platinum chain and suspended it 
around her neck. It struck him as new. 

“Félix—perhaps I am cruel—people 
say so. But really I am not at all bad. 
Non. I sent for you to say—well, I 
am thinking of reforming. Droll, ne 
c’est-ce pas? Yes—and a big word for 
me. You see, I shall not be lovely 
forever —” 

“Zut!” said Félix in dire impatience, 
drenching a little perfume on his hand- 
kerchief. “My grandmother—seventy 
if she is a day—barely looks thirty-six 
in a kind light since she shingled. 
Father says she now looks younger than 
she did when he was a boy—” 

“I cant help your grandmother,” 
said Loulou nastily. “I hope I shall 
have more sense when I am seventy— 
if I ever am. Though I pray le bon 
Dieu I never will be. However, mon 
petit, you are very sweet to spoil me 
so—but I have found a man.” 

“What—another ?”’ he observed tart- 
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On a low chair made especially for the purpose, Loulow sat, en negligee, while the 
maid put on her stockings and slippers. 


ly. “Only one? Poor soul, he will 
feel lonely. Oh, come on, Loulou—this 
is Friday, and Le Coque only left for 
Algiers on Monday.” 

“I am going to tell you,” Loulou 
glittered wickedly in the soft light, 
“that I have found a sweet man who 
wants — Oh, it is so consoling! So 
sweet! The poor fool wants to do for 
me what you will never do—” 

“And what is that? A car ?—A dog? 
A coat ?” 


“No,” said Loulou, complacently 
swinging her heels. “He—he wants to 
marry me.” 

There was a little silence. 

Suddenly Félix felt himself very an- 
gry inside. There had been other men, 
—well, he had outbid them all and had 
come to regard himself as the owner of 
this very thorny rose. But a husband 
—the pearl brooding whitely on his 
shirt-front quivered with indignation. 
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“You will marry no one but me,” he 
said abruptly. 

Loulou put a little quite unwanted 
carmine on her lips and pouted. 

“You have never asked me,” she 
murmured. “He has. I should be silly 
to refuse, I think. He has a lot of 
money. More than you. And I don’t 
want to be talked about. You are al- 
ways around, they say—” 

He caught her arm roughly. 

“You will marry me,” he said sav- 
agely. ‘I can see through your game.” 


OULOU received her engagament 

ring with peals of wicked laughter 
which her maid mistook for ridicule 
of the infatuated Félix. 

Loulou was simply wondering why 
he had never asked her the name of 
the other man and what she would 
have answered if he had. 

You see, there wasn’t any other man 
that time. 
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The Little Parisienne’ s First ce As An Artist’s Model 


— 2. “Just started 

ve iz this one. You may 
G have just the fy- 

9 — * ure for it. Suppuse 


I look you over? 










3. “I wonder if he meant 
‘everything, ” 


4. “Heavens! You’re not cold are 
you? It’s really quite warm in here. 
Come! Come! Lay aside your gar- 
ments.” 


















1 The artist 
greets a new- 
comer. Does he 
need any mod- 
els? Perhaps! 







6. As ig the custom, 
- the model gets the 
lunch while the artist 
goes out for a little 

vin rouge. 


5. Just the girl 
he needed. 





7, And then it grew too dark to paint . . . and the studio was chilly. » . 
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The Amusing Deception Practised 


Mouton Was a Very Wonderful Dog—the Smartest in Parts, and 
Smart As His Mistress, As This Rollicking 


ELYSE was a beautiful girl, 
D and she had two lovers. One 
was Raymond Valentin de la 
Rouquiéres, sixty seven, white haired, 
monacled with care and manacled 
with wealth. The other was Jus- 
tin Vion, twenty four, handsome and 
destitute. Which was all precisely as 
iY it should be. 

iva And then 
Mouton came 
along, and every- 
thing was 
upset — or 
threatened to 
be. Oh, la la 
—or_ rather 
| oh, bow bow! 
i Before 
Mouton made 
Y his appear- 
my ance, every- 
thing had 
been so nice 
and peaceful. 
“I adore 
you,” Ray- 
mond would 
murmur as he 
bent over the 
slim white 



































“Mon Dieu,” cried the young man, “what 
in the world is that?” 


By FRANCESCA 


hand of Delyse, and left a nice crisp 
bank note folded in her pink palm. 

And—“I adore you,” Justin would 
murmur as he bent over the selfsame 
white hand, only a little later—or a lit- 
tle earlier—and left a tender kiss nes- 
tling in the very same palm. 

And—“I adore you,” Delyse would 
reply with fervor and impartiality. A 
triangle with all angles equal. 

And then Fifi showed up. 

Now Fifi was a new girl in the song 
and dance show in which Delyse didn’t 
sing or dance. Fifi didn’t sing or dance 
either, and in addition her ankles were 
thicker than those of the other girl, and 
ker complexion was muddy in the 
morning. But Fifi didn’t envy Delyse 
her ankles, her complexion, her apart- 
ment de luxe, her maid—or Raymond. 
It was Justin Fifi wanted. 

To be sure Delyse had never ad- 
mitted openly that there was anything 
between Justin and herself. But you 
do not have to admit in speech the man 
whom you admit in love. Fifi sus- 
pected that Delyse loved Justin, and 
she new that Justin loved Delyse. So 
she decided to do something about it. 

The something took the form of an 
anonymous letter which she sent to De 
la Rouquieres. 

“My dear friend,” she wrote, “some 
men are born to be deceived. You're 
it.” She signed herself “A wellwisher,” 
showing that she knew the etiquette of 
anonymous correspondence. 

De la Rouquiéres, being a man of the 
world, neither swallowed his cigar when 
he received this missive, nor swallowed 
his wrath. Instead he allowed both to 
smoulder while he considered the mat- 
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Upon Monsieur de la Rouquieres 


Possessed of the Most Disconcerting Talents. 


But He Wasn’t So 


Tale of Love and Intrigue Will Bear Witness. 


RAMBAUD 


ter. He had never really trusted 
Delyse, and now he distrusted her. 
From the one to the other was almost 
no step at all. 

The thing to do now was to catch 
her at this business of making a fool of 
him. Sapristi! He considered hiring 
a maid to spy on her, but dismissed that 
plan almost at once. If the young man 
whom Delyse favored were handsome, 
as of course he must be, then all he 
would have to do to win the maid would 
be to give her a few kisses. De la 
Rouquiéres knew. He, too, had been a 
handsome young devil in his time. 

He considered having private detec- 
tives trail Delyse, but rejected that idea 
almost at once because of what had 
happened to his old friend De la Four- 
mières, an even more experienced per- 
son than he. De la Fourmières had 
had a sweetheart, as who has not, and 
she had been unfaithful, as what sweet- 
heart isn’t. So he had called in a fam- 
ous firm of private detectives and they 
had detected no less than eleven young 
gentlemen who regularly visited the 
young lady in question. 

De la Fourmières was paying for the 
discovery of only one young man, so 
the detective agency considered the 
other ten velvet, and made a good thing 
out of them by selling the tale to a 
scandal sheet. They also extracted 
money from each of the eleven in turn 
and from De la Fourmières eleven sep- 
arate times. He became an object of 
ridicule among his enemies, and an ob- 
ject of pity among his friends. He 
had been obliged to resign from his club 
and retire to the country. Terrible. 
De la Rouquières shuddered and de- 


cided to leave the detectives out of it. 

He might, of course, attempt to trap 
Delyse himself, but that was an ardu- 
ous business for a man of his years. 
Standing for hours in the shadow of a 
doorway, in the wind, or rain, or sleet, 
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Justin Vion, twenty-four, handsome 
and destitute. 
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or snow didn’t appeal to him. Besides 
it would cause him to loose a great deal 
of sleep—and his sleep was very pre- 
cious. So that method was out. 


E thought and he thought and he 

thought. And in the end he was 
as far from a solution as he had been 
at the start. And yet it was essential 
that he get the goods on Delyse. Not 
that he meant to drop her, for after all 
he was sixty seven and an old man 
must not be too exacting. But if he 
could intimidate her, he might manage 
to cut down her allowance. He had 
been spending far too much money on 
her anyhow. With that girl the sky 
was the limit, and she didn’t believe 
there was any sky! Just lately she 
had begun hinting about a chinchilla 
evening wrap and an em- 
erald cabochon .. . De- 
cidedly the author of that 
anonymous letter had 
been a well wisher. 

He decided to go for a 
walk and see if some solu- 
tion to his problem would 
not occur to him. He was 
strolling along aimlessly 
when he noticed a crowd 
gathered in front of a 
shop window. De la Rou- 
quières was nothing if 
not curious, he drew close 
and craned his neck to 
see what the window con- 
tained that could hold the 
crowd enthralled. It was 
a dog. 

But this was no ordin- 
ary dog whom the shop 
keeper was putting 
through his paces for the 
edification of the crowd 
outside. In fact it was a 
very special trick dog 
who seemed to be of a 
superior intelligence. De 
la Rouquiéres thought of 
Delyse. She loved dogs. 
She had been teasing him 
for one for a long while. 





“He looks like a 
nice dog.” 
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He went inside the shop. 

But when the shop keeper turned 
away from the window and told him 
the price of the dog, De la Rouquiéres 
was stunned. 

“But Mouton is a canine of excep- 
tional intelligence, monsieur,” he as- 
sured his customer. “He is worth 
twice the price I am asking. Only re- 
flect, monsieur, that he recognizes not 
only his own name but the names of all 
those who surround him.” 

“Tiens,” cried De la Rouquiéres 
with interest, “is that possible? I can 
scarcely believe it. Before buying this 
dog I must have proof that what you 
tell me is true.” 

“Monsieur, do you doubt my word ?” 
The shop keeper looked hurt. “I am 
delighted to prove what I 
have just said. May I 
inquire your first name? 
Raymond? Tiens, see, I 
am saying to him ‘Voici, 
Raymon, Mouton. Here 
is your friend Raymond.’ 
He does not know the 
name—he does not know 
you—he pays no atten- 
tion. Try another name 
—André. No response. 
Likewise Jules. You see. 
Monsieur, you attempt a 
name yourself, and you 
will see.” 

De la Rouquiéres 
called off half a dozen 
names, but the dog 
merely stood there and 
considered him with a 
puzzled glance. 

“But this,” cried De la 
Rouquières, impatiently, 
“proves merely that this 
dog does not respond. 
Now for the real test. 
Write down the name of 
one of your employés, 
and I will speak it. In 
that way I can be certain 
that it is to the name it- 
self he responds, and not 
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to the tone of voice in which you men 
tion it.” 

The shop keeper complied, smilingly, 
writing down a name on a scrap of pa- 
per and handing it to his client. De la 
Rouquiéres read the name aloud, and 
at the sound of it the dog, who had 
been standing motionless, jumped up 
joyously, wagged his tail, and barked 
loudly. 

“Mon Dieu,” cried De la Rouquiéres, 
“TI will buy this dog. Monsieur, you 
have saved my reputation. I thank 
you. I will also pay you what you are 
asking, although I still think it is too 
much. However .. .” 

“Monsieur decides to take the dog 
with him?” asked the shop keeper, 
pocketing the money. 

“Non,” replied De la Rouquiéres 
thoughtfully. “I am presenting him 
to a friend. Here is the address—you 
may send him over.” 

Now the proprietor of the animal 
shop was an intelligent man, and when 
he saw that the friend to whom De la 
Rouquiéres was making this gift was a 
woman, he put two and two together, 
and made a resolution to the effect that 
the recipient of the strange gift should 
be warned. Because, he reasoned, to 
make an enemy is not to make a cus- 
tomer. So he delivered the dog to 
Delyse himself. 

“Mademoiselle,” he explained, 
“Monsieur selected this dog because of 
his superior intelligence. Does Ma- 
demoiselle comprehend ?” 


“Not quite,” confessed Delyse, 
thoughtfully. ‘He looks like a nice 
dog.” 


“He zs a nice dog. He is also a re- 
markable one. He memorizes and re- 
calls the names of all those who sur- 
round him.” 

“Tiens,” said Delyse thoughtfully, 
“did Monsieur de la Rouquiéres know 
that ?” 

“Of a certainty, mademoiselle,” 
smiled the shop keeper. “That is why 
he purchased him. I thought it might 
interest you to know.” 

“It does interest me, 


replied Delyse 


‘ingly. Implying, of course: 
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— 


He might attempt to trap Delyse himself, 
but this was an arduous business. 


fervently. “What can I do to repay 
you ?” 
“Nothing, mademoiselle,” beamed 


the shop keeper, “save to remember me 
should any of your friends require— 
dogs.” 


FTER a while the doorbell rang, 
and the maid admitted Justin. 

“I adore you,” he said quickly to 
Delyse, kissing the palm of her hand. 

“Woof! woof!” exclaimed Mouton, 
who wanted to be sure that all was as 
it should be. 

“Mon Dieu,” cried the young man, 
jumping up—and also back—‘“what in 
the world is that ?” 

“Oh, just a new plaything,” Delyse 
caressed the dog. “You will soon get 
to like him, cher Raymond.” 

“What,” cried the young man an- 
grily, “did you hear what you called 
me? You called me Raymond. Aren’t 
you ashamed ?” 

“Woof! woof!” said Mouton menac- 
“Don’t 
address my lady in that tone of voice.” 

“She’s my lady too,” said Justin an- 
grily, pushing the dog aside, “and she 
was my lady first.” 

“Woof!” said Mouton disdainfully. 
“She’s my lady now.” And he planted 
himself squarely before Delyse. 
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“Don’t be foolish,’ Delyse laughed 
and pulled Justin toward her. “Here! 
Come close and I will tell you why I 
called you Raymond. I don’t want him 
to hear.” 

She whispered in his ear, while Mou- 
ton looked on, at first suspiciously and 
then sleepily, for the explanation 
seemed to take a very long time. How- 
ever, he Judged that it was a satisfac- 
tory explanation for the young man 
was laughing, and the threatening note 
had departed from his voice. So Mou- 
ton laid his nose on his paws, and 
snored. 

Meanwhile, De la Rouquiéres was 
anything but idle. He had retired to 
his den, a room which he had not 
needed since his wife divorced him, and 
he had armed himself with a telephone 
book, a city directory and an almanac. 
There he compiled a list of all the 
given names in the world. Then he sat 
back and waited. 

He judged that it would be about a 
month before Mouton was ready for a 
trial. During that period he saw Delyse 
no more than five times. He wanted 
to leave the field clear. 





They had detected no less than eleven young men 
who visited the young lady in question. 
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His old friend De la Fourmiéres had had 
an unfaithful sweetheart. 


When the month had elapsed, De la 
Rouquiéres asked Delyse to lend him 
the dog. He wanted to go to his coun- 
try place for a few days to rest and he 
was afraid he would be lonely by him- 
self. That was his excuse. Delyse 
could see through 
and all around it, 
but she could also 
appear blind. She 
was very wise. 

Mouton liked De 
la Rouquières, so he 
did not fuss during 
the trip. But after 
two days, when noth- 
ing had happened, he 
began to grow lonely 
for his mistress—and 
Justin. Justin always 
fed him lump sugar. 

That evening De 
la Rouquières shut 
himself into a room 
with the dog. He 
drew out all his 
sheets of paper on 
which were written 
the names he had 
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gathered from his almanachs and di- 
rectories. One by one he read them off, 
watching Mouton sharply the while. 
But the dog never budged. 

Even when he reached the name Jus- 
tin, Mouton sat pat. Why shouldn’t 
he? A lover by any other name is just 
as dear, and ever since his arrival 
Delyse had called her sweetheart Ray- 
mond. So the name Justin meant just 
exactly nothing to the hound. Voila! 

De la Rouquiéres got all through the 
list without causing the dog to flick his 
tail. He couldn’t understand it. There 
was just one name he hadn't called 
out. His own. He decided to try that 
now. 

Instantly Mouton was transformed 
from a half sleeping canine into a live 
wire of energy and expectancy. He 
danced about on his hind paws and 
barked joyously. He ran to the door 
and back again. He was delirious with 
excitement. 

De la Rouquiéres looked at the dog 
with astonishment. And presently his 
astonishment became pleasure. And 
then it became pride. Good little 
Delyse! So she was faithful after all, 
to an old fellow like him! He had 
been suspecting her unjustly. He must 
go right back and make it up to her, 
that he must. 
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He returned to town the next day, 
and went straight to the apartment of 
his beloved. It seemed to him she was 
a long while opening the door—but 
perhaps that was because he was impa- 
tient. Also he couldn’t quite under- 
stand the conduct of Mouton after they 
entered the apartment. The dog kept 
sniffing about. But dogs are queer. 

At any rate he soon forgot every- 
thing in the pleasure of seeing Delyse 
again, and of knowing she was faith- 
ful. He showered her with compli- 
ments—and a few kisses. She accepted 
both graciously—and waited for some- 
thing more substantial. Finally it 
came. 

“That chinchilla wrap,” mused De 
la Rouquiéres, “you know, the one you 
liked? I have ordered it.” 

“Oh,” laughed Delyse clapping her 
hands, “you are a darling papa!” 












“Oh, just a new plaything,” said Delyse. “You'll soon get to like him” 
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“Also the emerald cabochon,” contin- 
ued the old beau, “is yours if you de- 
sire.” 

Delyse kissed him then, while Mou- 
ton looked on with a puzzled air. 

“Thank you, Raymond darling,” she 
cried, “you are too good to me.” 

“My dear,” said De la Rouquiéres, 
“that is not half you merit.” 

And he kissed her hand—leaving a 
bank note in it—as usual. 

When the door had closed behind 
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him, Delyse ran to a closet in the pan- 
try, and threw open the door. Justin 
stepped out, a trifle suffocated, but still 
smiling. 

“Is everything all right?” he asked 
Delyse tenderly. 

“Everything, Raymond,” she said 
radiantly, smiling into his eyes. 

“Woof! Woof!” said Mouton, press- 
ing his cold nose into his idol’s hand. 
“I’ve missed you. Give me a lump of 
sugar.” 





An Intimate Acquaintance 


By L. B. BIRDSALL 


The teddy bears Milady wears, 
Are dainty things her modiste brings 
Across the sea from Gay Paree. 
Such lingerie! Oh my, oh me! 


The sweet perfume of flowers in bloom 
Clings to her hose! It thrills my nose! 
My senses reel whene’er I feel— 
Oftimes I squeeze—her silk chemise. 


Her nighties, too, some pink, some blue, 
Are made of dreams—uit almost seems; 


They are so sheer . . 


. I feel so queer 


Wheneer I hold—You think I’m bold? 


Oh, goodness, no, I'm not her beau! 
Why Pm just Roy, the laundry boy. 





The Curtain of Flowers 


When the Casino de Paris—a theatre more French than the Folies Bergére 

—decided to gwe its latest revue the innocent title of “Paris in Flower,” it 

proved that a show by any name could be as nude. The first act closes with 

the descent of a living curtain, beautified by the seven sweet flowers pic- 
tured above. 





Lee Byrne 


HE ıs most divinely 
tall, 
And divinely fair; 
Lovely lines and wory 
skin, 
Wavy chestnut hair. 


But theres something I 
would know, 

If shed care to tell; 

Looking at her garment 
—where 

Does her modiste dwell? 
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“But this is not a part of the agreement,’ murmured Colette. 


Colette the Co-respondent 


One Room in the Ritz Is Very Like Another—All Being Equally At- 

tractive—As Colette Had Learned In Carrying On Her Profession. 

But One Night a Job Came Her Way That Took the “Co”? Out of 

Co-responding, and She Found Herself Indulging In That Far More 
Simple Action of Just—Responding. 


By TROTTEUR 


OLETTE was a co-respondent. 
{ She had graduated from a 

co-respondents’ correspondence 
school with honors and the prospect of 
a very profitable future. A portion of 
that future had by this time become her 
past, and it had been profitable. The 
rest of it was still to come, and it would 
be profitable. Flappers may flap and 
flappers may flop, but mining goes on 
forever. 

Colette dug for scandal and she dug 
for gold. Usually one led directly to 
the other. When it didn’t lead directly 
it lead indirectly. She was really get- 
ting rich rapidly and her French nude 
hosiery would have been bursting with 
wealth if that had been the place where 
she stored her louis. But she kept her 
simoleons in the bank and her Louis in 
the telephone directory. 


She was a first rate A-number-one 
co-respondent. If you wanted to get rid 
of your wife you called Colette. If you 
wanted to get rid of somebody else’s 
wife you likewise called Colette. She 
was always ready at a moment’s notice 
to step out of her dress into a case. 
Business came first with Colette. It also 
came second and third. She didn’t be- 
lieve in half measures. 

One day she got a call at eleven 
o’clock. Naturellement, not at eleven in 
the morning. The morning is to the 
co-respondent as a pair of overshoes to 
a snake. 

But by eleven in the evening Colette 
was always all there. When she didn’t 
happen to be somewhere else. She 
answered this particular call in her most 
professional voice, which was a blend 
of sugar, honey and money to come. 
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“I will be delighted to take the case,” 
she said purringly. “At what hotel shall 
I meet Monsieur ?” 

“At the Ritz, if you please, Made- 
moiselle,” came the gallant reply. “I 
would not dream of requesting you to 
co-respond in any less fashionable 
place.” 

“There spoke a perfect gentleman,” 
confided Colette to her canary. The 
canary didnt answer back. It was a 
he-canary. 

When Colette went on her cases she 
invariably armed herself with a suit- 
case and fingered herself with a wed- 
ding ring. Naturellement, you couldn’t 
park yourself in a fashionable hotel 
minus the first mentioned, and you 
wouldn’t want to minus the latter. But 
there was little in the suitcase and 
even less in the wedding ring. 

After she had arrived at the Ritz she 
looked about the lobby for her tem- 
porary husband. His 
name would, of course, 
be Monsieur Durand. 
Most of Colette’s hus- 
bands had been named 
Monsieur Durand. 
Nevertheless she 
couldn’t very well have 
him paged by that 
name because too many 
other womens’ hus- 
bands also used it. 

She didn’t know how 
she would recognize 
him but she thought 


After she had arrived at the Ritz she looked about the 
lobby for her temporary husband. 


His lawyer would have shown him her 
one in which she was wearing the pale blue gauze ribbons. 
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he would probably rec- 
ognize her. Because, 
no doubt, his lawyer 
would have shown him 
her photograph—that 
one in which she was 
wearing the pale blue 
gauze ribbon. That 
was how she usually 
secured her customers. 

“This,” the man of 
law would inform his 
client, “will be your 
co-respondent, Mon - 
sieur. Allow me to felicitate you.” 

In the event that the client in ques- 
tion happened to be one of those gentle- 
men who do prefer blonds the lawyer 
kept another photograph on file, but 
Colette landed most of the trade. There 
was something about her smile and a 
good deal about her dimples that did 
the trick. The poor, deluded mortals 
who selected her didn’t know that they 
would see but little of the former and 
less of the latter. 

“Mademoiselle,” a young man was 
bowing before her, “that is to say, 
Madame Durand, is it not?” 

“Very likely,” replied Colette. She 
recognized the voice but not the type. 
This man looked far too nice to be co- 
responding. In fact he looked as though 
he ought to—respond. 

“I have reserved our suite,” her pro- 
tem husband was saying. “Will you 
permit me to show it to you?” 





a 





hotograph—that 


COLETTE THE CO-RESPONDENT 


Colette would. Ordinarily, at this 
stage of the game she requested her fee, 
and ordinarily at this stage of the game 
she received—half of it. However it 
was manifest that this young man 
wasn't hep to the co-responding ropes, 
and Colette felt suddenly and unac- 
countably timid about asking him for 
money. So she preceded him meekly 
into the elevator and allowed herself to 
be whisked up to the 
fifth étage and into 
room 506. 

“Home, sweet home,” 
murmured Colette un- 
der her breath as she 
stepped across the 
threshold of the 
familiar room. She 
couldn’t be certain that 
she had ever actually 
co-responded in this par- 
ticular room before, but 
on the other hand she 
couldn’t be certain that 


she hadn’t. 


66 ND maintenant,” she said, after 

the bus boy had set down her 
suitcase and taken up his tip, “what 
time is the attack?” 

“The attack?” echoed the young man 
open mouthed. “B-ut what attack, 
Mademoiselle ?” 

“Why, the charge of the wife brig- 
ade, of course,” answered Colette. 

“Oh,” murmured the young man, com- 
prehension dawning in his eyes, “you 
mean les detectifs.” 

“Bright boy,” smiled Colette. “You 
got me the second try.” 

“Why I believe that they are to ar- 
rive at—at one o'clock,” replied Mon- 
sieur Durand, blushing. 

“As late as that?” cried Colette with 
astonishment. ‘Whatever for?” 

“In order that we may become ac- 
quainted,” explained the young man 
with great earnestness. “I do not desire 
to co-respond with a complete stranger. 
That would be extremely awkward.” 

“It will be far more awkward if I 


Al 


am obliged to wait for two hours,” 
sulked Colette, ‘‘unless, of course, you 
order something to eat. I am usually 
hungry.” 

“An excellent idea,” applauded the 
young man, and rang for the waiter. 
“Over the table we will become good 
friends.” 

“So long as it is over the table,” 
murmured Colette, “why I don’t mind.” 





She was always ready at a moment’s notice to slip out 
of her dress into a case. 


Colette ordered lobster à la newburg, 
and the young man ordered champagne. 
It was an excellent combination. The 
lobster made them both thirsty, and the 
champagne made them both gay. 

“Do call me Henri, ma chérie,” beg- 
ged the young man with great fervor. 

“But certainement,” laughed Colette, 
“I have called many men worse names 
than that.” 

“And tell me that you like me just 
a little bit,” he implored. 

“Mais, oui,’ answered Colette, “I do 
like you—just a little bit.” 

“Sufficiently to give me a kiss?” he 
importuned. 

“Not quite,” replied Colette im- 
pishly. ‘Besides even if I did, it 
wouldn’t be good business.” 

“And why wouldn’t it be good busi- 
ness?” Henri wanted to know. 

“Because it is not good business,” ex- 
plained Colette demurely, “to give 
away anything.” 

“Well, in that event perhaps I could 
buy it?” asked Henri. 
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“I doubt it,” answered Colette, laugh- 
ing, “because I charge a very high 
price. Far more than the article is worth, 
so that it will not be purchased. You 
see I do not want my stock—depleted.” 

“But what use is your stock to you,” 
demanded the young man, “‘if it is true 
that you never make any use of it?” 

“Eh bien,” said Colette musingly, 
SJ ga Tequire it for an emer- 

gency. 

“Then this is an emergency, chérie,” 
said Henri, taking Colette quickly into 
his arms. “Don’t lose your head and 
run. Don’t even walk to the nearest 
exit, for it is locked and I have the key 
in my pocket. After all, it is better 
to yield gracefully than disgracefully.” 

“Mon Dieu,” Colette pushed Henri 
away, “it is almost one. I must hurry 
and get undressed.” 

“Don’t let me stop you,” said Henri, 
releasing her immediately. 

Colette slipped out of her frock—and 
she was ready. 

“Chérie,” cried Henri, catching her 
in his arms and holding her close. “How 
sweet you are!” 

“This is not a part of the agree- 
ment,” murmured Colette, not making 
any very energetic efforts to free her- 
self ; “besides, the detectives will be here 
any moment and they will be shocked.” 

“Can one shock a detective?’ asked 
Henri of Colette’s hair. “At any rate, 
these won’t be shocked, I can promise 
you because—there aren’t any.” 

“There arent any?” gasped Colette, 
pushing him away in good earnest now, 
and staring at him with amazement. 
“But your wife... .” 
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“I havent got one—yet,” replied 
Henri, softly. 

“But if you haven’t got a wife and 
there aren’t any detectives, what in the 
world did you get me here for?” asked 
Colette. “What could be your motive, 
if not to have me compromise you?” 

“To compromise you,” replied Henri 
quickly. “You see, one night about a 
month ago... .” 

“Yes ?” — Colette. “Go on.” 

“One of my friends was helping his 
wife get him a divorce, and I was one 
—of the witnesses who broke open the 
door—in the name of the law. It was in 


this self same hotel, and I saw 
you. ... 

“Yes? murmured Colette, “what of 
it?” 


“You—you were wearing a blue— 
chemise. . . .” 

“Yes, whispered Colette, 
then ?” 

“And then,” said Henri, “why I fell 
in love with you. Naturellement.” 

“Naturellement,” agreed Colette. 
“That chemise. I have it on now.” 

“I hoped,” breathed Henri, “that you 
would.” 

“Henri,” said Colette a little while 
later, ‘when we are married. . .” 

“The first thing in the morning, ma 
chérie.” 

“Oui,” Colette nodded, “well, then, 
there is one thing I want you to 
promise me. Do you hear?” 

“And what is that, mon ange,” asked 
Henri tenderly. 

“That you will never co-respond with 
anyone, except me,” sighed Collete, as 
she raised her lips to his. 


“and what 


Carrying It a Bit Too Far 


“Are you fond of wearing evening dress?” 
“I feel that nothing is more becoming to me.” 
“Oh—er—of course; but don’t you think that would 


be a little extreme?” 


BOUDOIR CHATTER 





Boudoir 
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Chatter 


Our Department of the Interior, Where, Behind Closed Doors and 
Drawn Curtains, We Amuse Ourselves With Idle Chatter of the 
World and Its Follies 


ILLUMINATING 


HE plot of a new play which was 
banned is that a woman gets 
“tight,” mistakes her husband’s friend 
for her husband, and next day isn’t 
sure how far her indiscretion has gone. 
We'll lay 5 to 1 that she was the 
only person in the theatre to have the 
least doubt about it. 
x k x 


THINKING—WHAT? 


There they sat . 
in darkness and in the 
park . . . She thinking her thoughts 
he thinking his : 
[Note.—Both the characters in this 
story are fictitious. ] 
k k*k * 


THE GO-GETTER 


“Hullo! Wither away?” 
“Switzerland.” 

“For the winter sports ?” 
“No—after them.” 


in silence 


Ann: 
Nan: 
Ann: 
Nan: 


PARIS PARLEY 


“Want a guide? I can show you 
everything you ought to see!” 
“Go away! I want someone who 
can show me the things I oughtn’t to 
#99 
see! 
k k x 


SAME RESULT 


She came home with her hat on one 
side and her clothes all crushed-looking. 

“Looks as though she’s been knocked 
down by a motorist,” said one neigh- 
bor, sympathetically. 

“Or picked up,” said another, 
thoughtfully. 

k k * 


A LIMERICK 


A dancer who loved a gendarme 

Had a way of revealing her charm 
That left nothing to guess 

So he told her to dress 

Ere the law gathered her in its arm. 
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Betty, 


Bashful suitor i telephone) : 


would you like to have a puppy?” 
Betty: “Oh, Ernie! How delightfully 
humble of you. Yes, dearest, I accept.” 


HIND-SIGHT 


DON’T know what I ever saw 
in you to induce me to marry 
you,” he snarled. 

“But you must remember, dear,” she 
said sweetly, “that we’ve been married 
ten years and that fashions then weren’t 
what they are now.” 


* * * 


REWARDS 


Now virtue is its own reward, 
And should be closely guarded, 

Yet flippant, flapper maids aver, 
They’re happy unrewarded. 


*x k*k * 


SHOCKING 

Peter: “Is Aggie clever?” 

Paul: “Gosh, no! She never thinks.” 

Peter: “She doesn’t?” 

Paul: “Why, man, if Aggie at- 
tempted to clothe herself in thought, 
shed be arrested for impersonating 
September Morn.” 
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WE KNOW IT! 
HESE famous specialists—what 
things they do find out! One of 
them has been solemnly advising that 
“from the health point of view, stock- 
ings should be worn suspended from 
the other garments.” 
From any point of view they would 
look all right. 
* k x 


QUITE TRUE, QUITE TRUE 


A girl bootlegger in New York was 
found to be wearing a camisole fitted 
with pockets containing bottles of joy- 
water. 

Nothing new; a camisole is generally 


on a bust. 
x * * 


SITTING PRETTY 


“Seven-tenths of the women in this 
country do not know how to sit cor- 
rectly in the presence of the stronger 
sex,” a contributor. 

“Of course, the correct thing is to 
sit on a man’s lap,” responds Flighty 
Flo,” whether anyone else is present or 





“Do you 


Young lady from across hall: 
require a model, sir?” 

Successful artist about to leave studio 
“Never use em. I only paint trees.” 

Young lady: “Well, wouldn’t a couple of 
limbs like these be of any use?” 
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This one’s 

just like 

playing : 

leap frog. JA te i : 
A back 
breaker. 





Not such 
a dumbelle, 
after all! 


In this it’s forbidden 
to sit down. 









If I could 
run dressed 
like this in 
the street, 
I'd never 
miss my 
bus. 


This masseur is quite all right. 


Mademoiselle Takes Her Exercises 
(Some Intriguing Action Studies in Pen and Ink) 
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AND THE DRIVER ISN’T FAR 
BEHIND! 


YOUNG wife who suspected 
that her husband was paying 
attentions to a lonely young widow 
once went to a clairvoyant to divine 


the truth. 


“My husband is an ice man,” said 
the wife, “and every day when he de- 
livers ice he stops at the widow’s house. 
It is a large white house, with a green 
hedge around it.” 

The clairvoyant pretended to go into 
a trance. 

“Yes—yes,” she droned, “I see a vi- 
sion—a vision of a house—a large, 
white house—with a hedge around it.” 

“And,” asked the young wife in a 
trembling voice, “isn’t my husband in 
the picture ?” 

“I do not see your husband,” replied 
the clairvoyant. “I do not see your 
husband at all. Just the house—and 
the hedge. But—his ice wagon is 


p 


standing right outside! 





Wife (upon their return from party): 
“Do you realize what you did?” 

Husband: “No, but PI admit it was 
wrong. What was it?” 


PARIS NIGHTS 


PARISIAN FRAGMENT 


Attorney’s wife: “Who was that 
pretty girl who smiled to you just now, 
Alfred ?” 

Attorney: “Oh! just a client.” 

The girl’s pal: “Who was that fel- 
low you smiled to just now?” 

The girl: “Oh! just a client.” 

x * k 


FELL FOR IT 
She danced the Charleston; 
The Hawaiian kind— 
She had a skirt on, 


But slender are the ties that bind. 
k 


SAFE 


Wally: “Did you have any trouble 
with your wife about being out so late 
last night?” 

Chuck: “Naw, I got home first.” 

*k k * 


A MODERN ATLAS 


Father (skarply): “So you want to 
marry my daughter. Can you support 
a family?” 

Sheik (pointedly): “How many are 


there of you?” 
* * * 


GENTLEMEN PREFER ’EM 


Mary had a great big hat, 
Of which she was very fond, 
It covered her face so you couldn’t 
see— 
That she was not a blonde! 
x k * 


IN ANOTHER SENSE 


“Ts he a constant lover?” 
“Yes,—he’s always at it!” 
* k% * 
HERE’S A NEW SLANT ON THE 
OLD ONE 


“Why do gentlemen prefer blondes ?” 
“They get dirty quicker.” 
* * x 


TOO TRUE 
It’s any odds 
There’ll be the deuce 
If a man is tight 
And a woman loose. 
x x xk 
What the flapper called the peram- 
bulator: A blunder-’bus. 





Mary Marbery 


The Spanish shawl serves many purposes, and now appears to have been 
put to a new use when this Mack Sennett beauty wears it in imitation of the 
wings of—you'll have to grant tt—a very charming butterfly. 


Lola Pierce 


A Columbia Theatre favorite whose popularity grows with each new season. 
Miss Pierce's beauty and charm are excelled only by her ability as a dancer. 
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THE TROGLODYTE 
66 HAT I want,” Eugenie con- 
fided, “is a man, a real man, 
a cave man, who will crush me in his 
arms, and shower me with passionate 
kisses, even against my will.” 

I had my doubts about her really 
wishing a cave man for a lover, but I 
kept these doubts to myself. I am not 
a cave man, and it was some struggle, 
but I am nothing if not obliging, es- 
pecially in any little matter wherein the 
fair sex is concerned, and Eugenie is 
temperamental. 

“Who,” she continued, panting in 
my arms, “who will sieze me by the 
hair—” 

Again I obliged. 

“—and drag me to his lair to work 
his will on me.” 

I have no lair, but I dragged her 
into my den, and worked my will on 
her; I gave her a good spanking. 
“Spanking” is good, for at her best 
Eugenie is but scantily garbed. 

Eugenie has never since pulled that 
“cave man stuff” on me. 

She confesses she detests a cave man, 
but she calls me her “Troglodyte,” and 
gazes at me with soulful eyes. 

I wonder if Eugenie really does ad- 
mire the “troglodyte” type of man. 

I feel that some day she will tempt 


me to find out. 
* * x 


HERCULEAN TASK 
“I want to do something I have 
never done before,” asserted the youth 
with the receding forehead . . . 
“What can I do?” 
Then did his girl friend softly coo: 
“Try and think.” 
But it was some minutes before he 


saw it. 
* * x 


SOME SUSPENDERS PLEASE! 
They lay side by side on the couch— 
Both were deathly white; 
Not a sound broke the silence, 
Not a thing was in sight. 
A step! 
A maid entered! 
And picked up two pillows! 
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Does a petting party stop with a kas or does 


it go 
erous? At last the 
6 Counsel” Page 199. 





further? Is spooning da 
question is answered, See” 


Are You Afraid 
To Love? 


Has true love come into your life—or didn’t you 
recognize it when it came? Are you afraid now of 
the baffling, perplexing mysteries of sex relation- 
ship? Are you discontented with the stupid lies 
and furtive ashamed answers the world gives you in 
piace of the naked, fearless truth you desire? 

you want some safe, sane, unashamed advice on 
sex questions? Do you hesitate asking your doctor 
certain questions? Clip coupon below, send it today 
without any money and in a few days you will re- 
ceive the most startling surprise of your life. 


Sex Secrets 


At last a book has been pnblished that digs into sex matters 
without fear or beating around the bnsh. This startling 612- 
page book, ‘‘Safe Counsel,’’ written by Prof. B.G. Jefferies, 

. D.. Ph. D., and Prof. Í. L. Nichols, A. M., contains just 
the information you want. You will be amazed at ita frank- 
ness. Wo are not minced. ‘°‘Polite’® phrases are furm~ 
gotten—the right word ia used in the right place. “‘Safe 
Counsel” contains nine startling sections; I. The Scienca 
of Eugenics; Il. Love; III. Gai IV. Childbirth; V. 
Family Life: VI. Sexual Science; VII. Diseases and Disor- 
ders; VIII. Princigies of Health and Hygiene; 1X. TheStory 
of Lite: Here are justa few of thesnbjects discussed—Love, 
Anatomy and Physiology. A Word to Maidens. Maternity, 
Parental! inflnencesa. Change of Life, Impotence, Fighting 
Modern Evils. Yon owe ft to yourself, to your happiness and 
your health to read this wonderful book. 


Send No Money 


—simply mail the coupon 


Just clip the conpon. Send it in today. No money is — 
e 


In a few days when the postman brings yon ‘‘Safe Couns 


Gn a plain wrapper) ne can ee hire $1.98 and postage. If 
you are not — ¥ setisfied after examination, return 
the book and we refund yonr money. 


Mail tho Coupon NOW! 
a ee e 


> Sn Ga ase CE lh a at 


FRANKLIN ASSOCIATION 
186 N. LaSalle St., Dept. 6220, Chicago, IIL 
Please send me your amazing 512-page book, 
“Safe Counsel,” in a plain wrapper marked 
“Personal.” I will pay the postman $1.98, plus 
Postage, upon arrival. If I’m not satisfied I'll 
return book within 6 days and you are to re- 
fund my money. 


we 


INSTR Chie 777 77 7 —— 
Street 


ORAE D e EAE Er O a eaa 


a E a A E E a a o OO oae 
(Price ontside of U. S.—§2.22, cash with order) 


50 


Guaranteed for 
FIVE 
Years! 


















Why Not OW 
Typewriter? 


Here’s the machine that big business uses—it’s best 
for you—and our offer makes it the biggest bargain. 
Geti a na, Jive-year guaranteed Underwood while 
this lot lasts! 

Everyone needs a typewriter; this offer leaves no ex- 
cuse for not owning your own, standard machine. Try 
it free. Buy it when you have proved it the —— 
value in the field; on be l terms. Rebuilt from topto 
bottom, not a worn part in the whole machine. Com- 
plete with tools, cover, etc. At a big saving. But 
you'll have to act promptly! — 


Manual Free! & 


Send at once for our catalog. 
We will send a free manual, 
too, Full information about 
the many usesof a typewrit- 
er; free course in touch types 
writing; many typewritten 
forms; prices and terms. 
SSSSCCSSSTCSSCSCSTCOSSRSSESSsesees 
SHIPMAN- Warp Mrc. Co. 
2771 Shipman Bidg., Chicago 


Without obligation picase send new edition of your big 
Typewriter in colore, the free Manual and touch 
typewriting course offers, etc. 


IV ASTIRE Mere re incest sacere seu cayeeccacetcctnascascareduecs eineadersestsurtsesursasescscassereet 


& 


AGES ooo oven neeanssses5s00csecnseresee otee seen cnnnsent envesseccnscnnere sonasseosasecumpa 



















Get New “PEP” 
In 20 Minutes 


Send richt now for Super 
Tabs, the most emuzing 
quick acting PEP” pro- 
ucing tablet that bas ever 
— been created. Absolutely 
utes 2 porene harnfuj or habit 
8* orming drugs. Yet con: 


$1 cash or money — t taine fer oe t envelopa 
or$1 3&5 sor 2 packrige ic sement Jo all 
— or Your 








nature for a 
nick **Pick-u of VIGOR, 
TRENGT, VITALITY, 


SUPER PRODUCTS CO. E {ined Street j 
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Have a Beautiful 


COMPLEXION 


in 15 DAYS 





Enjoy a Rosy, Velvety, Attractive Skin! 
Quickly, I can clear your complexion of 
PIMPLES, BLACKHEADS, WHITE- 
HEADS, RED SPOTS, ENLARGED PORES, 
OILY SKIN, and other blemishes. I can give 
yeu a complexion soft, rosy, clear, velvety, be- 

ond your fondest dream. d I do it in a 
few days My method is different and cannot 
injure — most delicate or irritated skin. 
Thousands upon thousands of women in all 
parts of the world have brought the most 
stubborn, most unsightly complexions back to 
original natural beauty ye my simple, quick, 
effective method. D. B. of Oak Park, N. 8. 
Canada writes, “Used your method just a 
week. Itis working wonders.” It will do the 
same for you. 


FREE BOOK {his book tells you 


lotions, palves; plasters, bandages, masks, 
massage, dict or apparatus; ii how you can have 
a marvelous complexion in a few days. Noth- 
ing to take internally, no diet, no fasting. Don’t 
let another day pass without finding out all 
about this wonderful, successful method. 
Send for free book “The Complexion Beauti- 
ful.” Mailed in plain wrapper. Send the 
coupon at once. NOW! TODAY! 
DOROTHY RAY: 646 N. Michigan Ave., 
° Suite 521., CHICAGO 
E annA Rne AnnRRAS A mnnm a mSS AR 
§ DOROTHY RAY, B 
p 646 N. Michigan Ave., Suite 521, Chicago, Ml. y 
§. Free and without obligation send me your booklet & 
p Complexion Beautiful” telling of your sgcientiðc, g 


B harmless method.of cleansing and beautifying the i 
complexion. 


ĩ R 
§ Name E ENA TTT- 
Eoo a inet 
l i 
BRC. saison eee BAO Ee aeeoea aad 
Tene m mm mn na OD a aae 





BANJO UKE 


Beeome popular, Play 
the latest song hits. 
Wenderful professienal 
instrument. Yeu ean 
have this one with maple finish and 
geod quality strings for only $1.97. 
Regular $6.00 retail value. Complete Instruo- 
tions free showing you how te play in & 
minutes. Order now and pay postman $1.97 


ge postage. 
Inehelt Studioa, Bex 8, Weedbine, Peans. 







ADVERTISEMENTS 


MORE A MAN AT 63 
THAR AT 3G inv ian Can Turn Baek 


Years. ‘‘G-CAPS” Never Fall te Give Desired Results. 


5 “For 10 years I had been searching 
ie. l for something to restore my vital- 
g, ity,” says Mr. John Perry, DeKalb 
} Avenue, Brooklyn, N. Y. “I tried 
r tablets and pills of all kinds but 
nothing helped me. Most were fakes. 
` Finally a friend, Mr. Ed. Mit- 
; chell, age 58, said ‘Try G-Caps. 
They’re wonderful.’ He was so 
enthusiastic, I sent away for a 
box, and like magic my brimming vigor returned. 
Jolly boys and pretty girls enjoy my company 
now. G-Caps never fail.” Thousands have taken 
these honest capsules with joyful, boyful success. 
Results Guaranteed ; no risk. , We can show tele- 
grams saying “Rush G-Caps.’ 


50 CAPSULE TREATMENT $189 
Special Now $3.00 VALUE 


Add tlc if you desire 3 extra capsules. Few 
pennies postage extra if sent C. O. D. The Carlton 
Laboratories, 591-A Carlton Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. 

















Buy Direct "And Save Maan. Oniy 
$9. — iy this Blue Steel, Swing Out 
—— Hand y ector Revolver. Six 
ot, Accurat: — Acticn, core Fire, a 
fed Hitung, ai Riffed Berrel. Best Make, Pfi 
Latest Model, Fully Guaranteed, 32, 32-20,o0r\ 
39 Calibers, Sand No Money. Pay Postman at S 
$9.15 plus postage on arrival. Money Back If Not Satisjied. 
ARLEC WHOLESALE Co., DEPT. § BALTIMORE, MO. 


TOBACCO< 













a — Habit 


Sea anne 
ru uw treatnent sent 
—— — WF itcur nothing if it faila, Usad b 

$00,000 Men and Women —— NT-20 Baia Ma 





TENTOI 
AER — — 





feed hy 


$ BUYS COMPLETE COURSE, including 40 Clever 
Cartoon Stunts: ‘‘Hew to Give a Perfermance,’’ 
“How to Originate Ideas.” Samples FREE. 
MODERN CARTOON SERVICE 
Dept. N. 296 Bergen St. Breokltyn, N. Y. 


D. D. PEP! 


A tablet of special value. Contains a special in- 
gredient. Mest powerful—absolutely harmless, For 
a quick pick-up, in 15 minutes—Imparts 


Vigor—Strength—Vitality 
Cemes in plain wrapper. Guaranteed or money re- 
funded. $1.00 cash or money erder 


YOUTHAL LABORATORIES, 
53 Seuth Oxford St., Dept. G Breoktyn, N. Y. 












Ou RE S 139 Os Ae a Fag (edn 


You mast ¢ ve: * S —— Ae a 

— — in n the ——— and sorlial world, Sen — 
noklet, Head ta B e and Achievement. ”” Telle" chow thouzands 

bave ccnaqu nsciovsns:< In a very short t 

SEY MOURI isih E JE Park Row, Dept. 47 s NewYork City 


LiQUOR@ DRUG HABIT 


NO 

PAY. Full treatment sent on trial. Can be given secretly vie ee 
Guaranteed to free you forever frum desire lor whiskey, gin, wine 
beer, opium, morphine and hercin. Costa $2.00 if cuses, — if it 
faila. kisa preventive for Poison liquor, carry It with you. endard 
Laboratories Dept. B18 28 29 Guillord Ave, BALT. MORE MD. 
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re You Afraid 


of the baffling, perplexing mysteries of sex rela- 
tionship? Are you willing to pay the fearful 
price of ignorance? 


Are you discontented with the stupid lies and 
ashamed answers the world gives you in place of 
the naked, fearless truth you desire? 


Do you want safe, sane, unashamed advice on 
sex questions? 


Are there any questions which you hesitate to 
ask your doctor? 


Then clip the coupon below, send it today and 
in a few days you will receive the most startling 
surprise of your life—a book containing thous- 
ands of useful fascinating 


SEX SECRETS 


At last a book has been published that explains ser 
matters fearlessly and frankly. This amazing book ef 
ever 200 large pages contains just the information you 
want and need so badly. Yeu will be simply amazed and 
perhaps shocked at its frankness and clear statements ef 
fact, but its secrets are ef the greatest importance to 
yeur health. happiness, safety and pleasure in life. Ameng 
the many subjects discussed are: 


Love; Passien: Birth Centrel; Private Advice to 
Wemen; Too Many Children; Race Suicide; How 
to Determine Sex; Cenception end Child Birth. 
Physielogy—explaining the use and functions of 
Sex, safety measures, special diseases ef men and 
women, preventives and cures. 


It contains all infermation ef inestimable value to girls 
and married wemen, te levers and husbands, explaining 
all abeut Maternity, Sex Relations, Parental Influence, 
Change of Life, Impotence and Modern Evils. Yeu sim- 
ply must read this wonderful book. 


Endorsed and recommended by the highest authorities. 


Saves Big Doctor Bills and Perhaps 
Lifelong Misery 
Send ne money. Only the ceupon below. If yeu are 


net theroughly satisfied after examining the book, simply 
return it and every penny will be refunded to you. 


r=------CÇOUPON- -7-77 


SINCERE PUBLISHING CO., 


l 
l 24 East 2ist St.. New Yerk, N. Y. Dept. 473. : 
l Please send me your book ‘‘Private Advice to 
] Wemen” in plain wrapper marked “Personal” I l 
1 will pay the postman $1.98, plus postage en delivery. ! 
If not satisfied. I will return the book within 3 | 
l days and yeu are to refund my money. l 
JJJ EE oi > 
} 1 
1 (Price eutside of U. S.—$2.22, eash with erder)  ! 
E 2 
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"We cant 


get married until 


“WE can’t get married until I earn more money.” 
Thousands of young men are saying that today. 
Thousands of girls are giving that as the reason the 
marriage date is being put off and off. Sometimes 
it gets a little embarrassing, too, to have to keep on 
giving that excuse. For no girl likes to admit that 
the man she is going to marry is a failure. 

It takes money to support a home these days. And 
you’re right In waiting. But don’t wait too long. The 
— of youth are precious years. They will never come 
aga 

Thousands of men now have happy prosperous homes 
because they had the foresight to prepare themselves 
for advancement through the home-study courses of the 
International Correspondence Schools. Hundreds of them 
report salary increases of $10, $15 and $25 a week. 
Many are earning $75, $100 and $150 a week. Some 
have doubled and even tripled their salarles. Some are 
earning $10,000 and $15,000 a year. Others have become 
owners of businesses of their own. 

If the I. C. S. can help other men to ralse their 
Salaries, It can help you. At least find out how. It 
won't obligate you to ask for our Free Booklets, but 
that one slmple act may change your entire llfe. Do it 
now. Do it for HER! 


Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 4165, Seranton, Penna. 
Without cost or obllgatlon, please send me one of your 
booklets and tell me how I can qualify for the position or 
in the subject before which I have marked an X: 


BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
Business Management {jSalesmanship 
Industrial Management eerie 
Personnel Organization Better Letters 
Traffic Management Show Card Lettering 
Business Law Stenography and Typing 


Banking and Banking Law Business English 
Accountancy (including C.P.A.) LJCivil Service 


Nicholson Cost Accounting allway Mall Clerk 
Bookkeeping (Common School Subjects 
Private Secretary High School Subjects 
Spanish Illustrating 

French Cartooning 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
Electrical Engineering Architect 
Electric Lighting Architects’ Blueprints 
Mechanleal Engineer Contractor and Bullder 


Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman. 
Machine Shop Practlce Concrete Builder 
Rallroad Positions Structural Engineer 
Gas Engine Operating Chemistry [] Pharmacy 
Civil Engineer Automobile Work 
Surveying and Mapping — Engines 
Metallurgy O Biining Agriculture and Poultry 
Steam Engineering Badio (jJMathematics 
ee Ee eae eea e Aaaa EE CAERA EAA AA 
Street 
eaeoe E Eite sse ER SEEE ANAE Ai Te iee AAS Eiei na E S 
C —— 
Oceupation.......... 


— 
Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal 


PARIS NIGHTS 


SolveThisPuzzle! 








What President’s name do these 
5 letters spell? Ail correct s30- 
lutions will be awarded a lovely 
Home site In beautiful New Jer- 
sey, between New York and At- 
lantic City. 20x100 feet. If 
your solutlon is correct, there wlll be 
a small charge of only $8.50 to 
cover all the costs involved in this 
transaction. Mail answer before Feb- 
ruary 28. References: Ocean County Ti- 
tle Co., Toms River, N. J.. and the 
Amalgamated Bank of New York. Beach- 
wood Park Co.. ine., 299 Broadway. 
New York, Dept. 6. 


WANT NEW PEP QUICK? 


HERE’S HOW TO ) 
GET IT 


"Ati In?” 


Weer? Lact ‘e 
Viger? 
thse send 
st once for 
WHIZ 
LANG, the 








emaziug 
oow discov- 





ery witb al- — 

st ie-lik tion. Pay aud energy come back Q(JICK —you fve) 
Sater man Tai q ped miegie ig ami re NUD ee ae 
BAD thot’s why a vee it. No harmfu! drags that forz A, 
— ——— or money back, Soud $2.00 for double strength 
oackaye. 


Special 2 package offer, $3.00. Also C.O.D. 
Sani-Research Co., Inc. Dept. PNI 249 W, 34th St., New York 





4oreé, 
Barrel 


6-Shot Finest 
Long Range Revolver 
This gun “free” i? you 
can beat our, prlce any- 
where—4 or 6 in. barrel, 
blue or nickel—32, 38-or 22 W 
caliber. Powerfulaccurate,hard “a 
hitting. Money backguarantee, 
Pay on delivery $6.25. Federal Mai! Ordere 

561 Broadway, New York, Dept. X140 
or first treatment costs nothing. Write 


at once. REMEDY PRODUCTS, ine.. 


286 Fifth Avenue, Dept. 1213, New York, N. Y. 


TURINHLES REMOVED! 
Even Deep Furrowa by emazingiysimp!o t-ratment. Simply 
amen out SE nkla, a aly WRINKLE PLASTER, which keeps 
skinsmooth throngh houraof night, whilo UNDER TISSUES aoe aod 


GROW smooth. 25 cts.(colu) brings plasters and famous beau 
DE MILES, BOX 1182, ST. LOUIS, MOQ. 














Amazing discovery. Stops Eplleptic at- 
tacks at once. NO BROMIDES — NO 
LIQUID MEDICINE. Results guaranteed 











SEX BOCK 


Latest and best, price $2.00 postpaid. Catalog 
of rare books, novelties, etc, 16 cts. 
UNION SALES CQ. 


740 W. Madison St. Chicago, Il. 





SONG WRITERS—HAVE YQU IDEAS? 

If so, winner in Hcrald-Examiner’s $10,000.00 Song 
Contest (Natlonally-known ‘‘Song World Editor’) wants 
your song poems for guaranteed proposition. 

CASPER NATHAN 


Dept. K, 3544 North Racine Ave. Chicago, Ili. 





ENTERTAINMENT FOR MEN 


Sample 25c (Coin Only) 
RUTH, Box 202-1, Morris, Ill. 


ADVERTISEMENTS 







BOOK 


mo) “completest 
most Practical 


Ki NOWLEDGE 





By BERNARD BERNARD, Se. D. (Phys. ), M. P. C., Editor “Health and Life”. 


GNORANCE of the facts of life is to blame for the majority of human tragedies. 
Sex and all the problems surrounding it have been 


acknowledged to be true by all sincere people. 


shrouded in the darkness of superstition and mystery. 


This is now. 
In “A Complete Book of Sex Knowledge’ there 


is not a single side of the sex problem, and its application to every stage of human life that has not 
been fully treated. You cannot afford to be without this book, and no description of it can possibly 


convey to you its extraordinary value. 
people most. 


It tells in non-technical language those things that worry 


PRINCIPAL CONTENTS 


CHAPTER I 
FROM BIRTH TO PUBERTY 


The Technique of Healthy Cenception.—Tha Sex Acts of 
Little Children.—Babier’ Habits That Must Be Corrected. 
—The Seeds of Masturbation.—Parents’ Habits te Avoid.— 
The Dangers of Secret Habits. 


CHAPTER I 
ADOLESCENCE 


Undesirable Sex Habits of Adolescence.—The Facts of 
Reproduction.—The Connection of the Genital With the 
Urinary System.—Serua] Anatomy and Physiolagy.—The Ac- 
tual Birth of an Offspring —Horrible Sex Perversions Pre- 
ceded by Masturbation.—The Precious Vital Fluid.—How 
a Mother Can Explain Things to Her Daughter.—How Dis- 
eases May Be “Picked Un’’ Without Intercourse.—Instruc- 
tion in Care at tha Menstrual Period.—Correeting Irregu- 
taritias.—Superstitions Regarding Menatruatien, 


CHAPTER IN 
THE YOUNG MAN 


Should the Young Man Be Given Birth Control Informa- 
tion?—The Results of Masturbation.—Methods of Self-Dis- 
infection Against Venera] Diseases.—Proper Sex Condoct.— 
Sex Weakness.—The Nature of Syphilis.—The Nature of 
Gonorrhea.—How Masturbation Leaves Spermatorrhes.—Sym- 

pathy for Victims of Ignoranes and Vicious Heredity.— 
Flirting.—Platonic Friendships.—Falling in Love.—How to 
Choose a Wife.—The First Love Callings. a Spirit of 
Romance.—Subconscious Sex Emotians.—Why There Are Un- 
happy Marriages. 


CHAPTER IV 
THE YOUNG WOMAN 


Shattered Dreams.—The Facts of Reproduction.—Tha 
World’s Most ‘Beautiful Story.—The Dangera of Life.— 
Eretic Feelings.—Sexus] Irritation.—The Organs of Repro- 
duction. — ‘Female Winesses.”° — Painful Menstruation.— 
Vamps.—Looking for the Best Ideal In Manhood.—A Wom- 
an’s Maturation—Bad Habits and Their Serious Conse- 
quenees.—The Quickening of the Glands.—The Process ef 
Fertilization.—Specia] Sexual Cells.—Fertilisation snd Deo- 
velopment.—Courtship Part of the Function of Reproduction. 
—Immora] Intercourse.—Venereal Diseases in Wamen.—The 
Necessity of g the Facts of Birth Control.—Sex 
Perversions Among Women.—The Best Age for Marriage.— 
Indiscriminate Love-Making.—Initial Sex Weaknesses End 
in Serious Perversions.—Sexual Health and Lfficieney. 


CHAPTER V 
THE MARRIED MAN 


The First Nuptial Experiences.—Normal Indulgence.—The 
Influenee of Youthful Habita.—Sex Weakness in Marriage. 
—Sex a Bleasing, Net a Curse, When Used Properly.—Why 
Women Run Away From Some Moen.—Tha Basic we of 
Bex Conduct.—Ignorant eam Technique ef Love. 


pression of the Feelings.—Complete Unity.—Birth Control. 
—The Benefits of Proper Intercourse.—The Story of a Sex 
Pervert.—Predispositions Handed Down by Our Ancestors.— 
How Sex Weaknesses May Lead to Perversions.—Sexual 


Nerve Irritations.—The Supreme Qbject of Marriage.—The 
eee of Women.—How te Insure the Wife's Batis- 
action. 


CHAPTER VI 
THE MARRIED WOMAN 


Surprising Ignorance of Women of the Meaning of Mar- 
riage.—Caution in the Acceptance of a» Husband.—The Story 
of an Ignorant Bride.—Bad MHablts.—Forewarning.—The 
Eradication of Erotic Habits.—Sex Weaknesses and Abnor- 
malities.—Union.—The Highest Condition of Human Bliss. 


—Unnatural Conduct.—The Part of the Wife in Intercourse. 
—How to Maintain a Husband’s Love and Affection.—- 
Helping a Husband in Control.— Female Sexual Anatomy.—: 
Women Gullty of Excesses.—The Sexual Norges. ec ee 
tion to Pecullarlties In Men.—Securing the Harmonie Re- 
action.—Choosing the Right Time and Place for Conception 
—Pregnancy.—Sterility and Its Causes.—The Correction of. 
Sterility. 

CHAPTER VII 

THE BACHELOR 

Why There Are MBachelors.—Promiscuous (Bachelors.-—- 

Pathology in Bachelorhood.—Physiciological Dispositions.—- 
The Physleal Treatment Which Remedles Serua? Abnormal- 
itles.—DivertIng Sex Energies.—Disorders Ageravating Sex 


Weakness.—Spermatorrhoea.—What happens to the Sexuai 
Secretions.—Sexual Neurasthenia.—Sex Weakness, 


CHAPTER VIII 
THE SPINSTER 
Should Women Propose?—Never Too Late to Wed.—Dan- 
gerous Stages of Spinsterhood.—Sexual Anomalles.—Thit 
Cause of Melancholla.—Sexua] Ageravatlons.—What Hap 
pens to the Secretions.—Sex Weakness Among Spinsters.— 
Sexual Hygiene, — Sex Fears. — Perversions. — Combating 
Erotic Feelings.—Leucorrhoea. 


CHAPTER IX 
POST MATURITY IN MAN 

Sexual Promptings and Weaknesses That Few Understand, 
—Prostatitis.—Hyperthrophy of the Sexual Glands.—Serlous 
Perversions.—Lurid Stories of Vice.—Men Who Are Sent t¢ 
Prison for Tlinesses.—How Old Age Can Be the Happiest 
Time in Life——How the Sex Organs Can Be Abnormal! 
Irritated.—The Folly of Frightening Sex Victims With 
Damnatlon.—Building BD ae Nerve Centers.—Th¢ 
Normal Post Mature Sex Li 


CHAPTER X 


POST MATURITY IN WOMEN 


“Change of Life.’’—Superstitions Surrounding Menstrua- 
tion.—Right Sex Conduct.—The Cessation ef Menstraztien. 
—Continued Sex Desires.—A Dangerous Phase of the Mene» 
pause.—The Legacles of Youth.—Irrituble Passions and 
tol Gorern Them.—Normal Sex Living.—Matintaining 

ppiness. 


SEND FOR YOUR COPY NOW 


This book will be sold only to those ever 1$ 
years of age. 


IILLLILIIIIIII 
HEALTH AND LIFE PUBLICATIONS 
Room 277, 508 S. Dearborn St., Chicago, TII. 
Please send “A COMPLETE BOOK OF SEX KNOWL 
EDGE.” 


I willl pay the postman $2.76 plus postage uneg 
arrival, 


DO 


Clty eee St RUOels e a 


(Sometimes C. O. D. packages are delayed. To get quick 
est action, send re with order.) 
If cash accompanies order. we will ship book postage pre: 


(Cash must secempany foreign erders) 
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|| BARGAINS } ~ 
-SEND NO MONEY 


No. M2. Swing Out Cylinder, Blua Steel, 6 Shot, 
; KS 7 Accurate, Rifled Barrel, 32, 32-20 or 38 Cal... . $10.95 
ae" No. TS. Top Break, Blue Steel, Sure Fire, 320¢38Cal. 7.75 
No. A&. Automatic, Blue Steel, 32 Cal. 6 shot $7.75, 25 Cel. 7 shot. 7.35 
No. R7. Solid Sceel, Blua Finish, Accurate, 38, 32 of 22 Cal... . 6.85 
No. $4. Blue Steel, Solid Frame, Double Action, 38,32 or 22 Cal. 4.95 
ORDER BY NUMBER. GIVE CALIBER WANTED, Send no money, 
Pay your Postman price plus poetege On delivery. Money refunded Hi 
not estistied after inspection. All gus aew, uss Standerd American 
Cartridges STERLING CO. R-10 BALTIMORE MD 














2 BANISHED 


Let Us Help You 
“DS, = 






No craving for tobacco in any tite J 
after you begin taking Tobacco Re- 
deemer. Don’t try to quit the tobacco 
babit unaided. It’s often a losing fight 
against heavy odds and may mean a 
serious shock to the nervous system. 
Let us help the tobacco habit to quit 
YOU. It will quit you, if you will just 
take Tobacco Redeemer according to 
directions. It is marvelously quick; 
thoroughly reliable. 


Not a Substitute 


Tobacco Redeemer contains no habit- 
forming drugs of any kind. It ie in no 
sense a substitute for tobacco. After 
finishing the treatment you have abso- 
lutely no desire to use tobacco again or 
to continue the use of the remedy. It 
makes not a particle of difference how 
long you have been using tobacco, how 
much you use or in what form you use it 
—whether you smoke cigars, cigarettes, 
pipe, chew plug or fine cut or use snuff, 
Tobacco Redeemer will positively re- 
moveall craving for tobaccoin anyformin 
a very few days. This we absolutely guar- 
antee in every case or money refunded. 

Write today for our free booklet showing 
the deadly effect of tobacco upon the human 
system and positive proof that Tobacco 
Redeemer will quickly free you of the habit. 


NEWELL PHARMACAL COMPANY 
Į Dept. 805 Ciayton Station, St. Louis, Mo. 
EnO RI E N 


EEEN an A A) mm a a (Ra fl) ee A 





Chicago, II. 









cut TO 
$099 
KING OF REVOLVERS : 
Has all improvements of Da b 
latest guns. $35 value, letft 


wheeler, safety hand ejector, — 
aranteed never out of order, A Y) 
shot, 82-20 or 838 cal. Send No ~ Y i 

Money. Pay on delivery $8.99 plus 

postage. Satisfaction or money back. FEDERAL 


MAIL ORDER, 561 Bway, N. Y., Dept. E149 










LOVE’S CHAR Me nS rious, 


Enticing. Its gentle charm, persuasive influence 
attracts young or old. $2.00 including "How to 
Love.” Magic Incense. Oriental gift $1.00. Pay 
postman, MORELLE CO., 503 Cable Bullding, 





PARIS NIGHTS 





Build a Business of Your Own 


Be te the sale of Criepettes, EB tikes thera. ft 
3 food ecntentions Write —— 
n —* Mg See ta bualness 


Profits 
a 1000 a Month Easily Possible 


miem © a end all —— — Prey 


USE 
3105 High Street Springfield, Ohio 


"STAY YOUNG Z 


SPANISH “VIG” TABS 


known and nsed the world over, 
cannow hsbought in this country. 
Do you Lack Vigor and Pep? 
Vig’! Tabs will give you pep 
a and energy. lts magic-liko action 
will create vigor andred blood- 
ed vitality. Marvelous Spasleh 
3 elemevt in *' Vig.” Reo-charges 
your run down glands, Con- 
tainsno harmfulor habit form- 
lng gs. Bea red blooded 
} man. Full of ambition!) Try 
mq Vig Tabs. Get a new grip 
lifel Have youthful inclina« 
tions) Resulta Guaranteed 
Send $2.00 for doublo 


strength package. Special 
00C. 


Cae . plus 
4 postage in wrapper 
Bullfighters f Eureka Laborato 


ries 
= 4 East 21st Ste 
use VIG Tass f. oan Pai New York 


BIG DIRECTORY WITH DES- 

MARRY criptions and photos, mailed in 
" plain wrapper for ten cents. 

BONAFIDE CO., Dept. 124 Kansas City, Mo. 





FITS—BOTTLE FREE 


My simple home treatment has stopped attacke of 
thousands the past 18 years. Should stop yours. 
Send for FREE bottle together with valuable ln- 
formation. Give age. R. Lepso, Apt. 112 895 
Island Ave. Milwaukee, Wis. 


ADVERTISEMENTS 


TRY THESE 
5 CIGARS 
FREE! 


Smoke five at my risk. If you don’t 
think they are worth twice my 
price, you won’t be out one cent. 


LOUIS BENDER‘ 











BUY DIRECT FROM THE MAKERS 


Save the Middlemen’s Profits of $2.50 per Box' 


Thousands of wise smokers cut their cigar bills in half by ordering direct from factory. Why 
pay a profit to the wholesaler, the retailer and the salesmen of the maker, when you can buy, 
(direct and put those profits in your own pocket?—and get better cigars! , 


+ : \ —— E 
E SS For Christmas {| 
for only; $ 


i My “Bender Specials’ cantain the same 
tobacco used in the standard 2-for-a- 
quarter cigars. Compare them with any 
13c store cigar. ~ : — Š 










Make sure your gift will please by giving] 
him twice the value you could otherwise 
afford. Why gamble on the doubtful; 
“Xmas Specials” that blossom forth every 
season, only to be thrown away by the 
Mystic Cigar critical recipient? Be 
Lighter 
STORM PROOF 
INFALLIBLE 
FOOLPROOF 


T $r Value 


This Lighter or Razor is sent FREE 


with every order for two bores of \ 
Bender Specials. 





i Made by Hand i, 
from Finest Tobaccos 
‘Careful curing—perfect blending—skilful 


hand manufacture— insuring fragrance and | 
i favor. Smokes evenly and smoothly. ~ 
1 















II sell by mail only—>_ 
at half price 


For 12 years I have sold my cigars by mail 
to discriminating smokers. I have no store 
rent and salesmen to pay but put all the 
money into the cigars. Every buyer tells 
his friends about this 13c smoke for § 
cents, and my business grows by leaps and 
bounds. an 
` bea ~ 
Try them at my risk!? 
k Sine 
Just send for a box. Pay the postman on delivery—smoke § out of the box— 
and return the rest for full refund if you are not completely satisfied. | 
3 ia: 


Will you gamble 2 cents to save $2.50? ‘ 


| All you risk is a 2c stamp to send for the trial box and you save $2.50 or more A 








- 


` Genuine“ 

‘ Gillette 
Safety Razor $ f 
\ NS 
` COMPLETE f `X 

Ready For Use ` A 









TRIAL 
COUPON 


LOUIS BENDER & CO. 
Dept. 7, 90 West Street, New York 
1. Send me that box of 50 Bender Specials 
for trial, I enclose $2.50 D (or will pay post- 
man $2.70 0n delivery). After smoking 5. I 
will return the rest for tnll refund ìl I am not 
completely satisfied. Mild GQ Medium @ Strong Q 1 
2. Send me 2 boxes for $5.00 and the Lighter 0 or t 
Gillette G FREE, tinder your Moncy Back Guar- 
s antee. j 


—while I risk 5 cigars and all the expenses. My profits come solely from the ; 
¿orders | know your friends will place when they see what amazing values [j J. n a F 
igw YOU. i — aaa aa — 


(ee Le 
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TRAVEL ON “UNCLE SAM’S” PAYROLL 


Railway Postal Clerks ,“ FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 
Dept. £302, Rochester, N.Y. 

$1900 to $2700 Year = / Sirs: Rush to me, without 
charge, 32-page book with (1) 


PARIS NIGHTS 


GUN BARGAINS ©. 
BONE-ITE HANDLES } 
d 1926 double-action ¢ 


EW {fmprove 
models priced for quick sale. 
Genuine white boneite han freeif you 


order rightaway.Mentionnumber of gun, 

Ne. 18-Powerful six-shotswing-cylinder 
revolver; nickel or blue steel finish; 
32, 32-20, 380r44cal. . . $11.95 

Wo. 2B-Handsome five-shot break-o' a E 


volver; 32,38 or 4&4 cal. . . 
No. 28-Beautifully made seven-shot auto- 





Men—Boya 
18 to 35 


e specimen Railway Mail Clerk 
$ Coaching: (2) list of government 
g ioe now obtainable: (3) tell me 
Mall Coupon ow to get a government job, 


immediately / NAMO. ooe e E a EEE —— — 
AOE a e e e a a E 


matic withimprovedsafety; 25 cal. $6.95 









biuesteel * 


All three shoot any standard American 
tridge. PAY POSTMAN On DELIVERY, 
plus postage. Money back If not satisfied.! 


Consumers Co., Dept. 3BA34W.28St., N.Vo! 


ET us arrange a romantic correspon- 
dence for you. Meet your 6weetheart 
thru the foremost high-class social corre- 
the — a club for 
embDers every- 
Meres strictly CONFIDENTIAL eficient and * 
— a thousands of lonely peahie apa7. 
a . 
"i pat ‘MOORE Bi x 9 FREE. MeS ORVILLE: FLA. 





FRENCH NOVO TABS 


aro simply marvelous. Used for 30 years! 
by millions of men who sought youthful 








AIN = 
BLADDER 
TROUBLE 


Promptly 
Relieved by 


Santal Midy 


Be sure it 
is Genuine 
Look for 
the word ’‘MIDY’”’ 
Sold by All Druggists 
— — ꝰs 












vigor, pep and energy. 
Don’t experiment, but be 
safe, sure and satisfied. 
45-time package, triple 
strength $2 postpaid (or 
€ $2.16 €.6.D.). Plain 
wrapper, Money Back if 
A & not pleased, NOVO CO., 
I5 Beekman St, N. Y, 
Dept. 713 
GET RID 
OF YOUR J i 
FREE TRIAL TREATMENT 
sent on request, Ask for my “pay-when- 
reduced” offer. I have successfully reduced 
thousands of persons, without starvation diet. 
8x ‘EXPLA AINED. TÄ og B ae exercise, — at a rapid rate. 
È me send you proof at my expense. 
‘BIRTH CONTROL DR. R. NEWMAN, Licensed Physician. 
State of N. Y., 286 Fifth Av. N. Y., Desk M 


y paz x Truth at last. “THE SCIENCE OF A NEW 

IFE.*® Dr, Cowan's book answers in plain lan- 

uage all you want to — eae The Sex 

eal--Chooaing a h Con — 

ful arrage HO ABIES ARE CONCEIVED 

AN --What to Avoid, ete. 820 pages 

Gitustrated) FREE 3 B06 KS (with every “order)--Margaret 

Sanger’s *‘What Eve Know’''s also “*Debate on 

i Control’”, All a book s sent in — wrapper postpaid for 
$2.50 (C.0. D. 17c extra 

r joe va PUB. * 57 Rose Sty Dee- 








ORPHINE 


| i New Home Treatment 


85 New York 








Send Stamp for Book of information 
DR.QUAYLE’S SANITARIUM, MADISON, OMO. Des, 139 








A PERFECT LOOKING NOSE 
€AN EASILY BE YOURS 


Trados Model Ne. 25 corrects now 
all ill-shaped noses quickly, pain- 
lessly, permanently and comfortably 
at home. It is the only noseshap- 
ing appliance of precise adjustment 
and a safe and guaranteed patent 
device that will actually give you a 
\ perfect looking nose. Over 90,600 
J satisfied users. For years recom- 
mended by physicians. 16 years of 
experience in manufacturing Nose 
Shapers is at your service. Model 
25 Junior for children. 

Awarded Prize Medal by_ big 
Wembley Exposition, London, Eng- 
land. Write for testimonials and fres booklet, which 
teils yeu how to obtain a perfect looking nose. 


M. TRILETY, Pioneer Neseshaping Specialist 
Dept. 2743 Binghamton, N. Y. 


$5.00; Cards, $1.25; Inks, 
$1.50; Magic Fluid for 


MAGIC D IC Transparents, $3.00; Slick 


Ace Cards, $1.25; Factory Readers, $1.00. Sales 
Roards, ete. 
CENTRAL NOVELTY &O. 
112 N. LaSalle Street, Chicago, Il, 













WESTERN SPECIAL, World's @ 
Greatest Value. Fully Guaranteed. For 
defense or target. Best Make, Finest Solid |g 
Blue Steel, Smooth Action, Sure-Fire," 
Accurate, Powerful. Perfectly Rifled Barrel.\3 
35, 32 or 22 Caliber. Use Standard Cartridges 
Send No Money. Pay Postman $5.85 plua 
postage on arrival. Satisfaction Guaranteed or Mon 
ARLEE WHOLESALE CO, DEPT. F BAL 





poner Pack. i n 





Kill This Man! 


'HERE’S a devil inside of you. He’s trying to kill you. Look out for him! He 

tells you not to work so hard. What’s the use? the boss only piles more work 
on you. He tells you not to bother with your body. If you’re weak—you always 
will be weak. Exercise is just a lot of rot. Do you recognize him? Of course 
you do. He’s in us all. He’s a murderer of ambition. He’s a liar and a fool. 
Kill him! If you don’t, he will 
kill you. 


SAVED 


Thank your lucky stars you have an- 
«other man inside of you. He’s the hu- 
man dynamo. He fills you full of pep 
and ambition. He keeps you alive—on 
fire. He urges you on in your daily tasks. 
He makes you strive for bigger and bet- 
ter things to do. He makes you crave for 
life and strength. He teaches you that 
the weak fall by the wayside, but the 
strong succeed. He shows you that exer- 
cise builds live tissue—live tissue is mus- 
cle—muscle means strength—strength is 
power. Power brings success! That’s 
what you want, and gosh darn your old 
i hide! you’re going to get it. 


Which Man Will It Be? 


It’s up to you. Set your own future. 
You want to be the Human Dynamo? 

) Fine! Well, let’s get busy. That’s where 
I come in. That’s my job. Here’s what 
I'll do for you: 

' In just 30 days I’ll increase your arm 
one full inch with real live, animated 
muscle. Yes, and I’ll add two inches to 
your chest in the same time. Pretty good, 
eh? That’s nothing. Now come the 
works. TĮ’ll build up your shoulders. TIl 
deepen your chest. [ll strengthen your 
whole body. Ill give you arms and legs 
like pillars. I'll literally pack muscle up 


f your stomach and down your back. Mean” = DARLE E. LIEDERMAN, The Muscle Builder 
p 





while I’ll work on those inner muscles 
; surrounding your vital organs. You’ll a Author of “Muscle Building,” “Science of Wrestling,” 
j feel the thrill of life shooting up your old Secrets of Strength.” ‘“Here’s Health,” “Endurance,” Etc. 
backbone and throughout your entire system. You'll feel so full of life you will shout to the 
world, “I’m a man and I can prove it!” 
Sounds good, what? But listen! That isn’t all. I’m not just promising these things. I guar- 
antee them! It’s a sure bet. Oh, boy! Let’s ride. we 
J “MUSCULAR DEVELOPMENT” 


Send for my 


new 61-page book IT IS FREE . 

i — — — — — — —, — — —— — — — — — — — —— 

$ What do you think of that? I don’t ask one cent. And it’s d a 
the peppiest plece of readIng you ever laid. your eyes on. I I DON’T EARLE FE. LIEDERMAN | 
swear you’ll never blink an eyelash till vou’ve turned the last J SEND ONE Dept. 4401, 305 Broadway, New York city] 
cover. And there’s 48 full-page photos of myself and some of { e l 
my prize-winning puplls. This is the finest art gallery of strong Is PENNY Dear Sir: Please send me, abso- 
aa ever — And eve last one of — shouting my | lutely FREE and without any ob- 

. praises. ook them over. f you don’t get a kick out of this — li i 

book, you had hetter roll over—you’re dead. Come on, then. l F a anon a ce — wie a 
Take out the old pen or pencil and slgn your name and »ddress 3 py youria Ss — Se 

, to the coupon. If you haven't a stamp, a postal will do. But | YOUR lar Development. 
1 = snap into it. Do it now. Tomorrow you may forget. Remember. | R NAME AND | 
* it’s oe for nothing and no strings attached, no ob'igatlon. | ADDRESS AAE a [ | 

ra ! 

E ON A | 
EARLE E. LIEDERMAN | POSTAL i À | 
E WILL DO CltEV aa cree pereeo S tates: caine 
Dept. 4401, 305 Broadway, New York City | i (Please write or print plainly) | 
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OOTY 
Your Friends ° 
this new and 
pleasant 


£ 


way 









Protect Yourself! 


Don’t let hold-up men or 
rowdies get the best of 
you! They’re easily fooled 





































AANY a robber, roughneck and bur- 

glar has been fooled and put to 
Sight by this innocent but extremely 
4angerous looking cigarette case. It 
an not be told from the real thing 
until you pull the trigger and the 
éigarettes pop out. 


Only a Cigarette Case! 
1t a “startling” novelty 


s “Automatic” is only a elever cigarette 
a whole pack of your favorite brand, 
1 the earmarks of a real Automatic. I: 
ast in one solid piece of metal, enameled in sin- 
ister, dull black to carry conviction, You simply can- 
not tell it from a real gat. 


3 Day Trial! 

ay irial! 
Keep it for 8 days. Use it to worry your friend: 
stiff and to collect all the money they owe you. Then 


—if you don’t feel you want it—send it back and 
get your deposit refunded. (See the coupon below). 


You Can Have Lots 
of Fun— 







aage, holc 
but it has 





sticking op your friends with this 
ugiy “Gat” and then soothing their 
gemea ata ba na A nR 
smoke or llquid refreshment. 
“Where's that dollar be the iife of the party even if you 
you owe me? scare a few to death. 


WHICH “GAT” DO YOU WANT 


1. Na. 1 has space for a 
pack of clgarettes, Saves its 





cost in no time by protect- 2. No. 2 has 8 screw-cap 
your smokes agalnst bottles for buttermilk, cider 
breakage. and near-beer, 





[ii | 


FREE TRIAL COUPON 


Sincere Co., 24 East 2ist Street. 
New York, N. Y. Dept. G-109. 


AGENTS AND 
SALESMEN WANTED 


With this new cigarette 
case you can shoot any 
of your old sales records 
fuil of holes. There are 
millions of men (and 
women, too), waiting to 
get one. Motorists, me- 
chanics, farmers, erecu- 










Send me Cigarette Gun No. ... for 3 
days’ triai. I wili pay the postman $1.79 
and postage when delivered. If I am not 
fully pleased after 3 days’ use, I wiii 






This Modern Two-Gun 
Guy has a lot more sense 
than he of the Goid Rush 
days. Nowadays he has a 








every cent without argument, 





tives. clerks, storekeepers, 
EVERYBODY in fact, 
whether a smoker or not, 
will buy one. 
Write for speciai prop- 
osition to live wires. 
SINCERE CO. 
24 E. 2tst St. New York 
Sales Dept. G-109 


INANE... 5. 5. oe ose 9.0 ARR ernest eee 


Streets oe acamiese: 2 >. 


— ———— ——— — — 


| return it and you are to pay me back 













gat with cigs on one hip, 
and on the other hip a 
brother to it, ioaded with 
sarsaparilla or what have 
you? 


Aiways ready for a 
bang-up good time, you 
see, Everybody is joining 
the ‘“Two-Gun_ Army’’— 
why don’t you? 
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